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THE FOREIGN EXECUTIONER: 

A LEGEND OF WHITEHALL. 

Extracted from the Manuscripts of the Reverend 

Cephas Godwin. 



See'st thou this Axe of mine? — ^The best blood of the 
Country has been upon it's edge ! 

Upon his head it fell : that noble head^ 
Upon whose manly gracefulness was fiz'd 
The gaze of ev'ry eye. 
Oh ! on his lib'ral front there beam'd a look. 
Unto the which all good and gen'rous hearts 
Answer return'd. — It was a gentle head^ 
Bending in pleasant kindliness to all ; 
So that the timid who approach'd him tremblings 
With cheer'd and yaunting steps retired again. 
It was a Crowned head^ yet was it left 
Exposed and fenceless in the hour of danger : 
What should have been his safety was his bane ! 

Joanna Baillis. 



Anno 1716. — In the January of this year 
it was my singular fortune to meet with a cer- 
tain event, which was remarkable not only as a 

VOL. III. B 



2 TALES OF AN ANTIQUABY. 

most astonishing memorial of retributive Pro- 
vidence, but also as an illustration of that, con- 
cerning which many have received erroneous 
impressions, or have deemed it to be for ever 
lost in Oblivion. , The unsettled state of Scotland 
had led me to enforce upon the minds of my 
hearers, the beauty of loyalty and good order 
in the sight of God ; and the detestation with 
which the Almighty looks upon anarchy, rebel- 
lion, and warfare, against the Sovereign. The 
ground of my discourse was the history of SauFs 
death; vide II. Samuel, Chapter 1, Verses 1 to' 
16 ; and in concluding the subject, my w rds, 
as well as I can remember, — for my Sermons 
have since b^en destroyed, — were as follow. 
" So fell, my brethren, the first of the Jewish 
Monarchs, after a reign of about thirty-nine 
years, in a valley by Mount Gilboa; first mortally 
wounded by his own hand, and then despatched 
by the weapon of an Amalekite. But it is time 
now to turn from the mighty who fell, to him 
by whose hand his death was hastened. If, 
then, there be a crime which is abhorred by all 
nations universally ; th6 law of whose condem- 
nation is written by the finger of the living God 
upon the heart of every man, whether civilized 
or savage. ; at the commission, and the sight, and 
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THE FOBBU6N EXECUTIONER. D 

even the very thought of which, the foulest 
hearts and the most hardened consciences have 
shrunken dismayed ; whose power and effect are 
such, that one glance, of but one moment's con* 
tinuance, will flash such terror into the breast of 
the perpetrator that it will not leave him through 
Eternity ; — that crime is Murder ! Oh ! may 
none of you ever feel the dreadful horrors of 
great darkness, and the keen gnawings of that 
worm which even Death eannot kill, awakened 
in your breasts by the commission of that most 
accursed of sins. It is sufficient to dye with the 
deepest sorrow, and the most alarming terrors, 
a life which is surrounded by all that humanity ^ 

esteems ^ tluable, or delightful, or rich, or ho^ 
nourable, or glorious. It is like that distemper ^ 

which gives to every thing around us, whether 
the splendid productions of art, or the yet more 
beautifully variegated face of Nature, a nauseous 
yellow or sable stain ; for believe me, ever after 
the blood of a fellow-creature hath imbued y^r 
hands, all thinc^s will speak of it, and all places 
will display it. The ruddy tints of the rose 
will show to the sight of a murderer deeper 
with his sin ; the fair and beautiful snow will 
seem marked and spotted with sanguine pollu- 
tion ; the sun cannot set gloriously in the West, 
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4 TALKS OF AN ANTI 

nor rise again in the East, without the 
colours which it spreads around, reflecting back 
the hue of guilt unto his eyes and conscience ; — 
for him the moon shall nightly be turned into 
blood, and the fires of the stirs shall shine with 
a crimson light, as if his crime had reversed the 
beauties of Nature, and had imparted the stain 
of his infamy to the whole world. Oh ! say, 
can such an one be at rest ? can his soul ever 
possess that ^ peace . which passeth all under- 
standing ?' No ! — even though he might -^put 
away the sword of the avenger, yet would he 
not be delivered from the continual fear and 
power of death. His mind would still be filled 
with all the terrors of dissolution ; there would 
be the cold damps upon his brow, the icy chilli- 
ness in his veins, the fairest scents would be to 
him turned into the loathsome ^ smell of mor- 
tality/ the green sod on which he walked would 
constantly bring the grave to his remembrance, 
and for him, even this living world would be 
full of death. This indeed is horrible; but yet 
even this crime may be wrought into one that 
can neither be increased nor diminished, when 
the hand of the rebel, or of the assassin, — I 
place them together for they are even as one, — 
is raised against his Sovereign, as was the Amale- 
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kite's in my text. ' How !' says David, evi- 
dently amazed at the enormity of the crime, at 
which he shrank back as it were in terrified 
astonishment, ^ How ! ,wast thou not afraid to 
stretch forth thine hand to destroy the Lord's 
Anointed ?' His death swiftly followed ; for the 
crime had been confessed by his own mouth ; 
the declaration was witnessed by all, and the 
sin so avenged, was in a twofold degree con- 
demned." 

It was my intention, according to my usual 
custom, to have next proceeded to a deduction of 
consolation and utility from this subject; — as 
my own sentiments are, that a Minister cannot 
lawfully leave his people either in anger or 
alarm ; for, whatever he may have said to re- 
prove or to awaken, should be impressed with 
kindness and, charity before they separate :— I 
was, then, about to proceed to this part of my 
discourse, when the attention of the whole con- 
gregation was turned to a Stranger who had 
fainted. I had before this, remarked his pecu- 
liarly solemn, but distressed, demeanour; the 
tears. stood in his eyes as I spake, but they 
seemed unable to flow downwards. His gaze 
was fixed intently upon me, while his mouth 
somewhat opened, appear^ to drink in every 
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word which I had uttered: yet with all this, 
he was evidently labouring under some dread- 
ful ren^embrance ; his breast heaved with vio- 
lent gaspings, and the perspiration hung upon 
his dark and aged face, as if he stood con- 
demned before all mankind. Indeed, he very 
much reminded me of the Hebrew Ahasuerus, 
whom Westphalus supposed to be the Wander- 
ing Jew, and who once appeared in an Hoka- 
tian Church during sermon, in a wretched dress, 
beating upon his breast, and sighing heavily. 

The confusion which such a circumstance would • 
excite in a country Parish-Church may be well 
conceived : almost every eye was turned towards 
the Stranger, but a few anxiously sought mine, 
to learn what should be done at such a crisis. 
Having directed that he should be carried to my 
own home, and carefully attended to, I put an 
early conclusion to the service, for the moment 
that men's curiosity is awakened their religious 
thoughts are scattered ; and, in common with 
all my hearers, I felt a considerable desire to 
know something mor^ of the sorrows of this 
unhappy Stranger. Upon my return to the 
Parsonage, I found my. guest, — who had re- 
fused all refreshment j — seated in the posture of 
calm despondency, with his hands clasped and 



THE FOEEIGN EXECUTIONER. 7 * 

resting on his knees, and his face, marked with 
all the characters of grief and agony, looking 
downwards. By his side was a large aatiquely- 
carved oaken chest, secured with grotesque iron 
bands, hasps, and an immense lock, upon which 
he frequently cast a watchful and an anxious 
glance; and then, as if the very sight of it 
renewed all the horrors of his mind, turned 
shuddering jy away, covered his eyes with his 
hands, and after a while sank again into his 
former sullenness and melancholy. When I 
entered the room, he did not at first perceive 
me ; but as I drew near to him and was about 
to address him, he started up, then threw him- 
self Jn agony across the chest, turned upon me 
a frantic and furious glance, which gave an 
almost demoniacal expression to his features^ 
and in a foreign-toned, harsh, and agitated voice, 
he cried, while he convulsively grasped the box, 
— " No, no, no ! you shall not search it, nor 
tear it from me but with my life ; and you can- 
not force me to accuse myself: Santo Ignacio, 
no! — the Inquisition themselves would not con- 
demn me for the deed l^ 

" My unhappy brother,^ said I, " console 
yourself, and believe that both you and your 
possessions, whatever they be, are in perfect 
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safety in the dwelling of Cephas Godwin, a 
Minister of the Protestant Church, as you have 
already seen. It is true, I am called upon by 
my sacred office, to denounce the vengeance of 
Heaven against sinners, but then it is against 
such only as treat it^s gospel and it's commands 
alike with scorn: — such as have neither fear, 
nor belief, nor repentance, nor even the human 
feeling of remorse. Now I can well trust that 
some of these are in your bosom, and it shall be 
my care to fill it with all the purer and better 
sensations, which even angels delight to witness.'' 

** Aye," replied the Stranger hastily, with a % 
sarcastic and hollow laugh, ^^ but then you will 
say that I must first confess, that my inwai'd , 
sins must first be probed, — tliat I must be put 
to open penance in this world, in order to avoid 4. 
the more dreadful condemnation of the next ! '<^ 
—Oh ! no, no, no !— death rather than that ; — * 
Santo Jeronymo ! how could I tell of ?^ 

" Not so," returned I ; " our Church does not 
enjoin auricular confession ; it recommends only 
that if one have committed a deadly crime, 
which lies so heavily upon his soul that it 
would relieve him to relate it, — or if he have 
greatly injured any fellow-creature, to whom 
he may yet make atonement by speaking of his 
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sinV,— then does it command it's Ministers to 
receive such declarations with sympathy, pity, 
secrecy, and absolution ; to endeavour earnestly 
to right the wrong, and to set the unburthened 
Christian traveller, leaping with joy, on his road 
homeward.'' 

" I do* not," said the Stranger, gazing intently 
upon me, ** I do not behold your visage glow- 
ing like the sun, nor are you habited in a celes- 
tial vestKoei^, nor do you bear the golden tri* 
umphant pafitn of heaven; — I do not se^ in 
' ^^ yourfac^ and form aught that is beyond the 

# kind features of humanity and religioh ; — ^but 
your words are the words of an angel. You 
^re indeed fitted to speak the gospel to man, for 
with you it is in truth the sound of good tidings. 

* — ^But for nie, I am stained with all that vir- 
*•• tuous men must in common execrate ! — ^I have 

* a deadly sin upon my soul which presses upon 
it more heavily than that massive oaken chest, 
which I have borne by night and by day, by 
sea and by land, for more than sixty years^ ever 
did upon my body. I have deeply injured a 
fellow-creature ; one of the most exalted rank 
and the most estimable piety, whom it was the 
duty of all faithfully to serve : — ^but it is past, 
and the dead have no feeling.'' 
• b5 
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As he concluded, the gentler sensations which 
my last words had excited, seemed to be again 
swallowed up in his former sullenness ; and I 
was therefore about to leave the room to order 
for him another chamber, when I said, — " Quiet 
yourself, my unhappy brother, at least for the 
present; whoever you may be, and whatever 
have been your crimes I know not, but in this 
dwelling you are safe. Your sleep shall not be 
watched, that the involuntary words then often 
uttered by the tongue, may be brought against 
you; — your property shall remain near your 
couch inviolate; — for trust me,* if I knew you 
to be a murderer, and that chest to contain the 
evidences of your guilt, I ♦ould not open it for 
worlds!'' 

" Madre del nuestro Senor r said the Stran- 
ger, starting to his feet, *^ and how came you 
to know that? — ^you are not a Roman priest, 
you do not pretend to miraculous visions and 
revelations, yet by a few forcible words you lay 
open my soul as truly, as if I had shewn you 
air her feelings in the most faithful confession. 
Well might you say, that your Church enjoins 
it not; where her pastors are so gifted with the 
knowledge* of humanity she requires it not.» I 
have been excommunicated and anathematized 
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by the ecclesiastics of my own nation, but their 
heaviest curses never awakened my conscience 
like the brief exhortation I have heard from 
you." 

"Alas, my unfortunate friend," said I, " so 
similar is the hand-writing of guilt in the souls 
of all men, that when it^s characters have been 
once read they are ever after known to us. — 
The human heart, with all it^s disguises, pos- 
sesses too much sameness ever to deceive those 
who have long studi^ it." 

"And are these terrific feelings to last for 
ever ?'* continued thie Stranger, as if musing 
aloud ; " and cannot any repentance wash them 
away ? or, are tlfey but the forerunners of 
others still more awful ? the pangs of condemn- 
ed spirits adapted to the finite powers and ca- 
pacities of men ?" 

" No, no,^' returned I, " you are in error, 
it cannot be; for he that truly repenteth is 
no longer covered with sin, the very act per- 
formed in full faith is sufiicient to put it away. 
And why deem that your conscience has been 
wounded by my words ? Why bow down thine , 
head before me like a buUrush ? * Stand up^ 
for I also am a man !^ The truth and power 
of my ministry were imparted, not inherent ; 
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and if perchance the descriptions were Tivid, 
and the denundatiolTs awful, remember^ that 
to such as have not sinned » the path of crime 
cannot be made too terrible; it cannot be 
guarded with too great security, r To such 
as unhaj^ily have trodden it, "tWy have 
proved it for themselves, and it^remains only 
to lead them gently back again." 

" The same, — the same throughout,'' cried f 
the Stranger: ^and now can'st thou tell me. 
Oh ! friendly shepherd of men ! what day of 
the year we have arrived at ?*' 

" To-morrow," said I, " will be the anni^ 
veifs^ry of the^artyrdom of a royal and a 
blessed victim;— 4t will hs the Thirtieth of 
January." 

^^ Most true, most true, I shoidd have known 
it To-morrow, then, my nativity will be 
fulfilled, aQd I must prepare to speak of that 
which hath been; for unto thee, thou benefi* 
cent pastor, my crimes and my life shall be 
made known. Do not deny me thy prayers.*" 

"The34have been thine already; and now" 
prepare to take some food and rest in thy 
chamber. Peace be with thee, my erring 
brother, and doubt not for a moment of thy 
perfect safety.'' -Thfe Stranger answered not, 
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but with great diffic^ultv raised the chest, 
which appeared to iSe of^onsiderable weight, 
to hii^ fthotdders^ refusing my offered assistance ; 
and then making a sign for n^e to lead the 
way, he followed slowly, bending under his 
age and his burthen, into another apartment. * 
It was with \io little degree of expectation, 
that I looked for the morning of the 30th of 
January, when the secret sins and sorrows of 
my unhappy guest were to be disclosed to me.' 
I determined, however, not to seek his cham- 
ber until he should solicit my presence ; and I 
therefore waited until about eleven o'clock, 
when he entered my apartment still bearing his 
ancient oaken chest, but habited in a manner 
entirely different from his worn-out soldier's 
manent of the preceding day. He now appear- 
ed in a close dress of coarse white cloth, fasten- 
ed with a large buff girdle and a broad iron 
buckle ; and covered with a round cap, that 
fitted tightly to his head. Befoie him hung a 
so^rt and rough brown apron, much spotted 
wjth blood, which was greatly changed in colour 
from the length of time it had remained there : 
and the additional sleeves which were put on 
over his vest, were stained in a amilar manner. 
Upon one shoulder rested the box, his constant 
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companion, and in the other hand he carried an 
ancient dark-coloured high-crowned hat, while 
on his legs were loose calf-skin breeches, and 
light brown stockings, with the large square 
boots of the 17th century. 

I had now a fair opportunity of studying 
the countenance of this man, comparatively in a 
s(a(^ of rest. It was much furrowed, and was of a 
. veryidark olive-colour, with the red blood of his 
cjieeks, and an angry flush upon his broad bald 
forehead, glowing through it ; having his black 
grizzled hair, some portions of which appear- 
ed from beneath his cap, hanging down in flakes 
upon his shoulders. Above his deeply-sunken 
eyes, very thick bushy brows of the same hue, 
gave to them a yet darker shade; and at the 
Idlver part of his face, large curling moustaches, 
and a full, pointed beard, almost obscured his 
lips, which seemed ever to wear a scornful 
smile. There was in the whole of his features, 
something that one would shudder at without 
precisely knowing why ; for his eyes occasion- 
ally looked lighted up with malice, and a stern 
foreign aspect gave allthe characters of revenge 
to his swarthy visage. 

As he entered the apartment I saluted him 
with — " A good morrow to thee, mine ancient 
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friend, let me hope that the night-season has 
fully answered that end for which our Maker 
first created it ; — -the resuscitation of our flag- 
ging souls, the strengthening of our wearied bo- 
dies, the filling of our hearts with fresh life, 
and the disposing of our tongues to gitititude 
from the union of all these blessings. Hath it 
been so with thee ?" 

" Yes,^ replied my guest, setting down his 
chest and seating himself opposite to me ; *' yes, 
I feel braced for the trials and duties of the 
day, with a strength which I know well is 
not mine own ; a calmness which for these last 
sixty years has been unknown to me. But 
now, thou benevolent Priest, call up all thine 
attention to the history which I am about to 
H:elate : awaken all thy Christian charity to 
pity and pray for one, whom all others of 
thy profession have held accursed to perdi- 
tion." 

" We should bewiare," said I, " as erring 
men ourselves, how we pursue any crime with 
execrations; since in so doing we too frequently 
involve thie man with his sins, and forget libera- 
lity of sentiment whilst we are condemning aber- 
rations from virtue. This too is productive of 
another evil; for they who delight in tl!l||'de- 
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nunciation of sin are frequently permitted to fall 
into it themselves, to teach them that they like- 
wise are mortal. , For thy history then, relate 
it, and be alike sure of my sympathy and of n^y 
iprayers.'' 

• " As it is certain,** began the Stranger, " that 
my birth would be a foul stain even to the best 
or most glorious of cities, I will say ottly that I 
am of Spain, that my name is Ign&cio Riaza, 
and that my unhappy parents were called Luis 
and Raquel Riaza from the place of their birth, 
a town about twenty Spanish miles Northward 
of the Capital. I call them unfortunate, in hav- 
ing a son who from his earliest years was pledged 
to vice ; so deeply pledged, that Elis^ Estrel- 
lado, or Elisha the star-lightened, an eminent 
Astrologer of Madrid, when he erected my 
nativity, refused to explain it because it's confi- 
gurations shewed such a malignant soul. As I 
grew upward these planetary predictions were 
abundantly fulfilled; for a fierce and cruel dis- 
position, which procured for me the surname of 
Sanguijuela, or the Bloodsucker, shewed that 
Mars had a powerful ascendancy in my mind. 
The most ferocious have, however, felt the 
influence of afiection, and it is possible, if I 
had allowed myseljl%o be guided by the gentle 
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Engradia Rosadella, my first and only sincere 

love, I might liave been ^but no matter, I 

must on. 

^^ My fierce impetuous disposition carried me 
into the army whilst yet quite a youth, where 
all the vices which are common to the most* 
abandoned soldiery were mine. — I gamed to 
such excesi^ that it was in vain to apply for « ^ 
more aid to those friends who had even then 
assisted me almost beyond their means : but yet ^^^ 

I deemed avarice held back their hands, and « 

permitted myself to be persuaded by a wretched 
creature, one Carlota Rezelosa, for whom I had 
left my former amiable Engracia, to try upon 
my heart-broken parents the effects of— how 
shall I say it ? — of the secret poison ! They 
who propose a crime usually find the means to 
execute it : and the detestable Carlota brought 
me acquainted with an old hag, usually called 
M adre Juana la Envenenad6r, or Mother Jane 
the Poisoner, who furnished me with a bottle of 
her fiendish preparation. Even though I had 
gone thus far in guilt, blood was not yet hang- 
ing upon my soul, and I would fain have shrunk 
back from the horrid precipice before me ; my ,-; 

debts, however, were Iarg%my creditors clamo- 
rous, and the pay of my n|^w*soldiers '^'^^hich 
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I bad drawn, as a petty officer, was embezzled. 
Rezelosa, whom I have sometimes deemed to be 
a fiend in human form, knew all this, and con- 
stantly urged me forward by alternately depict- 
ing to me discovery and ruin ; and the success 
which might arise from a quick- performance of 
the deed. I cannot relate to you a thousandth 
part of what I felt, even previously to my pre- 
paring the draught; time seemed to fly with 
me unobserved, and I know only that it was 
given I As it was made to a very powerful de- 
gree of strength, it's action was too visible and 
too rapid for our crime to remain a secret. The 
blue livid bodies were soon discovered ; and to 
this hour I deem that it was by Rezelosa^s evi- 
dence, that these murders were attributed to 
me ! Yet was I well avenged ; for, to avoid 
the consequence of her own share in this horri- 
ble transaction, which I made fully known, both 
she and the hag who furnished it, also swallowed 
a portion of the same poison ! All my other 
offences became now detected : I was tried and 
condemned ; publicly excommunicated in the 
Churches, and cast into a most loathsome dun- 
geon to await my release by an untimely death* 
** It happened at this time, that Lorenzo 
Verdugo, the chji^ public Executioner, fell sick 
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and died of the prison-plague, at a period when 
the State most required his services, in conse- 
quence of a conspiracy which had lately been 
discovered. No one, not already stained with 
blood, could be prevailed upon to accept the 
office ; till, at length, the principal Judges of 
the Criminal Court gave orders that it should 
be oflTered to me, together with my forfeited 
life ; and this was done on the night before that 
day when I myself was to have been executed. 
The miseries which I had met with, even in my 
short career, notwithstanding they were the na- 
tural consequences of my own crimes, had in- 
spired me with a boundless hatred to mankind ; 
and I accepted, with a fiendish joy, the resto- 
ration of my liberty on condition of becoming 
Head-Executioner of the City. Yet there were 
those who could not rejoice even at the saving 
of my life upon such terms : my ever kind and 
gentle Engracia, who had wept over all my sor- 
rows, and who had yet borne up her tender 
frame to visit me in my condemned prison, 
upon seeing me pass her dwelling to the first 
performance of my sanguinary duty, gave a 
wild shriek, and expired ! I have sometimes 
wondered how my form hath held togethet*, 
stained as it is with crime, and weakened by such 
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Bwtul visitations ; but all at that time seemed 
to me only additional excitements to wade 
deeper in human blood in the new office to 
which I was appointed. I will not harrow up 
your soul by telling the histories, — nor indeed 
can I well call them to mind — of those many 
victims which have died by my hand ; I feel 
guiltless of all of them, for they fell for crimes 
exciting no compassion : but there is one exe- 
cution which neither time nor tears can wash 
away ; where he whose blood was shed, was con- 
demned because he was too angel-like to live in 
such depraved times ; and where the trial and 
the sentence were begun without authority, car- 
ried on without justice, and executed without 
mercy. 

^^ It will hardly be credited, that at the time 
of which I speak, I was not twenty years 
of age; and I had hardly reigned two years 
over death, when a British Trooper, who spake 
the Spanish tongue, sought my dwelling, and 
proposed to me a voyage to Englatid ; where he 
stated that a person of high rank was to be be- 
headed, and that the government wished for an 
Executioner who was at once eminent and un- 
known. No country on earth could be more 
detestable to me than my own, and I therefore 
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readily consented, provided my liberty were 
procured. This was done at no inconsiderable 
price in gold; I departed with the Trooper, 
and we arrived in England towards the latter 
end of January, 1649. All knowledge of the 
person whom I was to execute was carefully 
kept from me; but I was introduced to one 
who was called Lieutenant- General, a tall and 
somewhat stout man, of a long, full, and 
rather "reddish countenance, with dark flowing 
hair, especially on the back of his head, and 
small and retired eyes, the brows of which were 
contracted together. There was a great degree 
of stern serenity in his features, and his voice 
was harsh, though his language was full of 
fervour. He was habited in a light cloth 
dress with a short linen collar, and a steel 
cuirass before it ; whilst thick quilted cuishet 
armed in front with iron plates, and large 
brown boots with massive spurs, were upon his 
legs, and a powerful sword hung from a cross 
belt by his side. It was midnight when I' 
was conducted into this person's presence, and 
before the doors of the chamber in which he 
was, a trooper passed backwards and forwards 
with his carabine bent. To him a watch- 
word was given before he admitted us; and 
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when we entered, we discovered a large knd 
antique oak-lined chamber, which was lighted 
up by a bright fire burning on the hearth, 
and the flame of a silver lamp which stood 
upon a carved wooden table, together with pa- 
pers, proclamations, a small clasped bible, and 
two horse-pistols. 

" You will perhaps wonder how all these par« 
"Oculars live in my mind amidst the so many 
terrible features which have composed irry life ; 
and how, being a Spaniard, I have been enabled 
thus to relate them to you in your own lan- 
guage: but from that night. I was received into 
an English troop of horse, where I continued 
for many years, and in which your tongue was 
' made as familiar to me as my own. For the 
rest, all my life, since I first visited this coun- 
try, has been employed in reflecting upon the 
scenes which I have acted in it, till I have 
brought to memory even the most trivial par- 
ticulars of them. But time wears, and I must 
forward. The Trooper, who brought me over 
from Spain, took the General apart and spake 
to him privately, and then returning acted as 
interpreter between us. * Art thou,' said the 
General, * he who shall execute this deed of 
justice for us?' I replied in the aflirmative. 
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• Is thy hand sure with a sharp weapon ?* re- 
turned he, * for we must have no marring of the 
work/ he added, looking with somewhat of a 
smile on the Trooper, whom I had frequently sus- 
pected of being a leader in disguise : — I bowed 
an assent. * Then so far,' he continued, * the 
Lord is with us. But thou must disguise thee, 
for when this act shall be past, I will not trust 
thee from me ; thou shalt not go out again 
from us to be a spy unto other nations, but 
I will have thee for one of mine own guard, 
if thou knowest aught of war.' To this I re- 
plied that I had formerly served in the Spanish 
army, and, expressing his satisfaction,^^ con- 
signed me to the Trooper, giving him directioiis . . 
relative to my quarters. ^<t* 

" When five days had passed from my arrival 
in England,— during which time I was kept in 
perfect solitude, attended only by the Trooper, 
who brought me food, and who daily led me 
out to walk into a high-walled, solitary court- * 
yard, for air and exercise,^-on the evening of 
the sixth I was ordered to be in readiness to 
quit my present lodgings at n^night, and to 
prepare for the performance of my duty on the 
following morning. It was now long since I 
had sympathized in any human passions, or felt 
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an attachment to any human spot; but from that 
solitary apartment, I had been witness to a scene 
which had again awakened some of the better 
feelings of my nature. About the middle of the 
preceding day, it seemed to me as though I 
heard some one sighing, weeping, and pra}dng 
in the next apartment, and, upon searching the 
wainscot, I discovered a small space through 
which I could survey him unobserved. In this 
chamber, which was fitted up in a somewhat 
more costly manner than my own, I discovered 
a tall handsome man of about fifty years of age, 
with beautiful long black hair, and a face in 
which majesty, sorrow, and interesting piety 
were exquisitely blended* He was dressed in a 
close, but rich^ habit, with a jewel suspended to 
a light blue ribband about his neck, and a sort 
of coronet cap was placed upon the table near 
him. He was slowly pacing about the room, 
and, as if engaged in active devotion, his ejacu- 
lations were frequent and fervid; whilst his fine 
dark brown eyes and mild countenance, were 
often turned to Heaven with an air of grief 
blended with r^gnation. 

" Whilst I was feeling, almost for the first 
time in my life, pity and interest for a fellow- 
creature, the door of his apartment opened, and 
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I saw the Trooper, whom I have already ben- 
tioned, lead in a young female and a lovely 
child, who, both in face and appearance, greatly 
resembled the person I had before been looking 
at. Their brief interview was tender in the 
extreme ; tears, embraces, kisses, and all the for- 
cible and affectionate language of parting, evi- 
dently passed between them, though at that time 
your tongue was almost totally unknown to me. *^ 
They were allowed but a very short time to 
remain together, for the Trooper soon led them 
out, and the Stranger, whom I closely watched 
for the remainder of the day, returned to his 
devotions, in which he was sometimes assisted 
by an Ecclesiastic, who shortly afterwards came 
to him. The manner in which I had been 
brought to this country, and the secrecy in which 
I had been kept here, caused it to burst upon 
my mind that I had beheld my victim, King 
Charles of England, in the stranger I have 
spoken of; for the Civil War then raging in 
Britain was well known in Spain. This thought 
shook me with horror, but I then had gone too 
far to recede ; and, like other weak and sinful 
men, I sought to stifle my conscience by plung- 
ing me yet deeper into crime. 

" About midnight, I was once more visited 

VOT. III. c 
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by the Trooper, who brought that chest into my 
apartment, and produced from it a soldier^s 
dress and accoutrements; which haTing ordet«ed 
me to put on, he placed these clothes, which 
formed my official dress in Spain, in their room, 
and locking the box, he drew one of his pistob 
^ad bade me follow him. We went down into' 
a larji^ 'court, where a company of soldiers, ia 
dresses similar to my own, was drawn ont in 
ffles, and when he had placed me in the centre 
of the whole body, he gave the word to march. 
The night was dark and cold, but I covld 
obseiVe from the freshness of the air and 
the rustling of the wind through leafless trees, 
that we paced through an extensive park con- 
taining water. All was%ilent, and we proceed^ 
ed for some time, till at length we passed imder 
a kind of gateway, guarded by mounted troop- 
ers, which brought us out to a wide street with 
a grand ornamented entrance stretching nearly 
all across it on the right hand, and rows of 
houses, fading into darkness on the left. In 
front was a magnificent stone building, evidently 
a portion of a palace, having seven large 
windows and pilars between them, before 
which, numerous workmen, lighted by torches, 
were erecting a scaffold and covering it with 
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)4ack cloth- I had not long either to observe 
fhefie preparations for the next day^^s tragedy, 
or to feel the sickening sensations which ajroae 
within me,i for we continued across th^ street, 
];>^ind the opposite building, and the Trooper 
having posted all my companions at different 
^parts, ftgain drew his pistol, and caused me to 
walk before him into the palace. Here I i^rsus 
9pce more placed in a splitary room, my arms 
werie tak^^n from me, and the ^h^st contfdnipg 
^y iExecutioner^s dress, was brought by iny conr 
st^t attendant into the apartment. 

" When the morning rose, be brought me 
iqod and wine at a much earlier hour thf^ 
UStfal; and intimated that about npoxL I shoi^d 
ife condncted to the sSiffold by a f^Uow-re^ecu- 
flipper, whPs he added, could not ^ak Spanish, 
and i^ns^quently could pot answer any ques- 
tiw^f which he also hinted, it would be daur 
g^rpus to put to him. He concluded, by com- 
mf^niis^ me to assume my former dre^s with 
the mask placed with it, recomm^p^i^g me to 
8tr€i(|gthen myself for my ta^k with the pro- 
vji^iops whi^h he had brought, and then retired. 
When I ^as habited in my own vestments, I 
at^ei^pted to taste some refreshment, but a fever 
of agitation rushed through me : I a thousand 

c 2 
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times cursed the oiBce I had undertaken, and as 
often wished that I had been cut off earlier 
in my sins. In this manner the hours glided 
away until about twelve o clock, when a party 
of soldiers, commanded by one whom I had 
not yet seen, but whom I heard called Colonel 
Thomlinson, came into my chamber, soon after 
I had finished my meal, and put on my mask. 
With them was the other Executioner, dressed 
in all points so like myself, that it might for 
ever ^create a doubt which of us did the ac- 
cursed deed. Notwithstanding all his disguises, 
I could not divest myself of the idea that I be- 
held my former companion the Trooper; and 
even when he spake, which was but little, and 
in a harsh, grating, foreign-sounding voice, it 
still seemed to me like the tones with which 
I had been familiar. We were then placed 
side by side in the centre of the soldiers, and 
moved forward through several passages, lined 
with troopers, till we arrived at a splendid 
apartment, hung with black, and crowded with 
men and women, who stood behind the guards, 
to behold the saddest sight that England ever 
saw. The room wa& lighted by those seven 
windows which I had remarked the night be- 
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fore ; one of which was taken out, and tfie wall 
broken down below it, to form an entrance to the 
scaffold that stood in the front of the building.* 
In the centre of that scaffold stood a block 
covered with sable cloth, with an axe laid upon 
it ; sawdust beyond it, and a black velvet 
cushion in the front; on one side was placed 
a cofGn, also covered with black velvet ; and, 
that no appearance of cruelty might be want- 
ing, several ropes, hooks, and staples, were pro- 
vided for confining the victim to the blocks had 
he offered any resistance. 

^^ When we had reached the scaffold the rear 
of our party halted, while the van marched to 
the other end, with one whom I heard called 
Colonel Hacker. The other Executioner and 
myself next went to our stations by the block, 
where I, as Headsman, took the right hand, and 

* This part of the above narrative appears to explain 
a portion of English history^ concerning which there 
has been some little difficulty; since Sandford states 
that King Charles I. was conveyed to the scaffold through 
a window of the Banqueting House ; and Sir Thomas 
Herbert^ that a passage was broken through the wall 
both of which appear to have been true, the space being 
closed with a door covered with black. 
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waited in silence for the coming forth of out 
fated Tictim. In a little time he was announced, 
by a slow march played upon muffled drums, 
with sable banners hung to them, which came 
upon the scaffold, but stopped dose to the pa- 
lace windows. Then marched on A party of 
soldiers with bent carabines, who divided to thcf 
right and left, and in the midst of them that 
angelic man with whom I had so deeply sym- 
pathized, walking betwixt Colonel Thomlinsoh 
and the pious Ecclesiastic I had already seen 4 
while guards and officers closed the melancholy 
procession, and filled up all the end of the scaf- 
fold next the palace. Oh ! what a scene wad 
here ! a country assembled to put a Sovereign 
to death ! Madre del Senor ! what a deed ! ei 
deed that will stamp an eternal infamy on all 
concerned in it, and hot least so upon myself. 
Immediately round the scaffold were several 
troops of foot-soldiers, above their Heads ap- 
peared the dose and glittering lines of mounted 
troopers^ and beyond them were the populace 
standing on every thing which might enable 
them to s^e the scaffold, stretching in distance 
far Up beyond the Cross-gate on one l^ide, and 
to where the street led towards the country 
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and the park upon the other. Yet in aU 
this sea of heads and faces, the moment the 
guards appeared with their prisoner, there 
was the most profound silence: Santa Max-* 
garita! Never shall man behold such a apecw 
tade again, 

** Your annals have recorded to you all of the 
interesting scene which passed upon the acaffold, 
of that blessed Martyr's speech : of his giving 
the jewel which hung about his neck, to his holy 
and faithful attendant ; of his short colloquy 
with my fe]low*executioner, who bade me to cut 
off those beautiful flaky locks that adorned his 
bead; of his kneeling down in prayer; — and 
then,— ** The Stranger stooped to his chest, 
and taking from thence the sable block, a black 
mask which he put on, and a large antique a^e 
with rusted blood upon it, which he brandished 
as he had formerly been wont to do, — " Then,^ 
said he, ^^ 'twas thus I stood, and thus I smote 

him.— 'Twas then that Santo Ignicio ! I 

am myself death-struck !-^Qh for a little life to 
finish my dark story ! — I undertook to convey 
away all these marks of the execution, and I 
placed the horrid symbols, together with my 
own dress, in this chest, which I have in vain 
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concealed in the earth and beneath the water, it 
was still ever before mine eyes ; — I saw through 
the clods and the waves which covered it, and I 
vainly endeavoured to find a place dark enough 
to hide it from my conscience. — In my sleep — 
such sleep as visits murderers ! — it has been still 
before me. — In my dreams, I have again acted 
the horrid deed ; — again have I stood over my 
royal victim ; — again has this blood-stained axe 



As the Executioner spake these last words 
he suddenly became transfixed, even in the same 
attitude in which he struck the fatal blow ; it 
was but for a moment, for, without a groan, or 
any other utterance, he fell dead upon the floor ! 
— I called in medical aid, but it was in vain ; 
his open eyes still glared upon me; his livid 
countenance was unchanged in it's swarthy hue, 
he was gone to his own trial; and without ac- 
quainting any one excepting the surgeon with his 
eventful story, I locked up the apartment in 
which the body lay, and retiring, wrote this nar- 
rative whilst all things were yet fresh in my 
memory. 

It was upon that night that the greater part 
of my dwelling was consumed by a fierce fire, 
which swept away not only the corse of Ign&cio 
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Riaza, but also all the proofs of his guilt, ex^ 
cepting the axe-head, which was dug out of the 
ruins, and the substance of these recording 
pages, which will transmit to future times the 
terrific confessions and awful fate of our mar- 
tyred Sovereign"'s 

Foreign Executioner. 
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THE IDOL OF LITTLE*BRITAIN: 



A LEGEND OP WEST-SMITHFIELD. 



None of your reflections^ Mrs. Quickly^ if you love me ; 
they only give me the spleen. Tell me your history 
at once> I love stories^ but I hate reasoning. 

Db. Goldsmith. 



He was an excellent proficient in Astrology; — a very 
honest man ; abhorred any deceit in the art he stu- 
died ; had a curious fancy in judging of thefts ; and 
was as successful in resolving of Love-questions. 

Lilly's Histoby of his Life and Times. 



The former narratives of these volumes, have, 
it is presumed, fairly established their claim to 
the title of Tales of an Antiquaky, since they 
have certainly required rather a far look back- 
ward into the mouldering records of Time ; but 
as we have now gotten into jhe Eighteenth Cen- 
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tury, they become blended with scenes which to 
most persons are more familiar, and enter almost 
into the story of our own lives. For, as that 
which is old now, was formerly new, and that 
which is but of recent date will assuredly one 
day become old, I have not so exclusively at- 
tached myself to ancient legends, as to omit any 
opportunity of collecting and preserving the 
romantic narratives of a later time. Indeed, 
*^ we single young fellows," who, as the elderly 
Sir Abel Handy observes, '^ can go any-where, 
and have nobody to care for us,'^ have of all 
other people the best means of acquiring ge^ 
nenii information; not only because we can 
frequently change our lodgings without much 
trouble in removing our establishments, but 
also because there is something about an agree- 
able young bachelor, which makes him a pleas- 
ing visitor wherever he goes. My own custom, 
indeed, is to have a frequent gossip with my 
host or hostess upon any subject that occurs to 
either of us ; such as the remembrances of their 
youth, the alterations of the town, or the cha- 
racters and histories of their former lodgers. 
By (these means I not only lay hold pf many a 
curious anecdote, interesting adventiu'e, or le- 
gendary tradition, but I also observe many a 
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delightful trait of human nature, as shewn 
either in it's actions or passions, which is care- 
fully laid .up in my memory, until I have occa- 
sion to bring it forward to the public in a pen- 
and-ink drawing upon paper. When I first came 
to London, about fifty years ago, my abode was 
with a Mrs. Bathsheba Pendulum, the Scottish 
Widow of Tubal Pendulum, an eminent Watch 
and Clock-maker in Little-Britain. It was not 
at that time the bibliopolical part of London, 
crowded with booksellers^ shops, even up to the 
Ward-pump, but was much the same dark, con- 
fined lane which it now appears; having it^s 
Western entrance leading to St. Bartholomew'^s, 
or the Lame Hospital, and making another 
stretch out to the now-unknown Duck-lane, 
which went into Smithfield at the place where 
Duke-street does at the present time. 

As my narrative will occasionally refer to the 
appearance of my Landlady'^s house itself, it 
will be proper to sfate that it was erected after 
the following fashion. Tall and narrow as were 
the buildings of the time to which I allude, the 
one that I dwelt in was something taller and a 
great deal narrower than the generality of them* 
The door stood between two short and stout 
bay-windows, divided by thick and iU-shaped 
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red frames into a number of small squares, fit- 
ted with a coarse green-coloured glass, behind 
which appeared several antiquely-shapetf clocks 
and watches. Some of these were of large di- 
mensions, and in form not very much unlike the 
case of a violincello, and by their fine orna- 
mental indian-gilding upon a black-japanned 
ground, were evidently desigiied for chapels, 
balls, or tap-rooms. Others again, made with 
all the luxuriance of scroll work of gilded brass, 
and silvered or enamelled faces, shewed that 
they were intended for the beau-monde of the 
day, for the dial-plate sometimes displayed 
the lattractive words, " BontempSf Horologier, a 
Parish Then again there were a few speci- 
mens of horizontal and perpendicular sun-dials 
engraven on brass ; and an assortment of the 
massive silver-faced repeating-watches then iii 
fashion, which, by an almost infinity of move- 
ments, gave as much information as a modem 
almanack ; though this was done at the expense 
of loading the wearer with no very inconsider- 
able additional weight of metal. Above the 
door, where most houses were once decorated 
with a little dirty white wooden gallery, pro- 
jected a most resplendent sign, carved, co- 
loured, and ^Ided in such style as to shame all 
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the Others in the street^ though many a gaily, 
painted board creaked as it swung from the 
flourished iron-work that was suspended before 
every house. This sigp was composed of two 
massive figures, all proper, as the Heralds say, 
representing Time and an Emperor most gor. 
geously robed, supporting the Clockmdker's 
Arms : vk. Sable, a Table*clock Or, with the 
motto, '^ Time is the Emperor of all things.*^ 
The figure of old Chronos was certainly a most 
imposing one : he seemed to look down upon 
the passengers beneath him with a severe gra- 
vity, and to be brandishing bis scythe^ as if he 
thought that his indulgence had been too long 
trampled upon, and that he would now seize 
upoH his victimB^nthout farther dday. Indeed, 
this figure was the Idol of Little-Brit axk ; 
and Tubal Pendulum, though he erected his 
sign with a view of designating his house the 
Clockmakers^ Arms, was so enchanted with the 
gilded image he had set up, that his cards eiu 
titled ham as *' Uving at the sign of the Golden 
l^me, near unto the turning that leadeth to the 
Lame Ho^tal, No. j4r, in Little-Britain.^ 
As for Ae sinister supporter, the Emperor, he 
was thnowa completely behind Time; for he 
was not only little regarded, but those who did 
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observe him differed greatlj as to the personage 
he represented ; some dedoring him to be King 
Solonion) others the Pope, whilst not a few said, 
in private, that he was meant for the Pretender. 
Behind aU the metallic lumber of the ri^t- 
hand window, so long as he lived, Tubal Pen- 
dulum was to be seen employed, like his gi>eat 
Imaelitish prototype, working in various kinds 
of metals ; and after his death, which was at the 
time when I was a resident m LittleJBritain, 
Brassy CHnkchime, his foreman, was seated in 
the s»ne place cutting fusees, fitting escape- 
ments, meting out minutes, and laying down 
hours, for the benefit of the Widow Bathsheba. 
The Clockmaker^s relict was a short and some- 
what: stout dame, not less than fifty^ei^t by 
Lifers Dial, that never goes wrong, idthough 
her own ttme^oeeper had stopped many years 
esrliar ; idiougfa the old Horologian would now 
and tbensay^ ^ Pshaw, never tell me Sfaeby, you 
doB^t ke^ time like neighbour LacUarder'is 
clock diat skips the dinnerJ»our» Why now 
you, that as I may say ought to be a very regu- 
lator to the wihole neighbourhood, want set- 
ling as often as a Dutch Oain-and-Abel Uur- 
weik. Fie upon \ I Dost think thou wilt run 
dewn tiie sooner tot strikaag thy time truly ?'^ 
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This was not the only point upon which the 
Archimedes of Little Britain and his partner 
differed ; for. although she was a kind and 
friendly-hearted gossip, ^t she had nevertheless 
a great deal of puritanic precision' in her man- 
ner, which was most especially exerted whenever 
she thought she discovered any thing approach, 
ing to what she denominated papistry or abo- 
mination Upon this account Mrs. Bathsheba 
was a great enemy to the aforesaid figure of 
Time, which decorated her husband's shop ; as 
well as to the little moveable images which 
danced, acted, or laboured on the tops of many 
of his musical clocks. ^^ A wheen idle whig- 
maleeries,*" she would sometimes say ; ^^ toys for 
the children of Baal, elements o^ papistrie and abo- 
mination ; can ye na just mak yere chimes jingle 
the Auld Hundreth, and nae thae bits o' bodies 
rending and fyking it without, as if it were the 
Deil's mass playing within ? And then too ye 
maun hae a great gowden graven image glowering 
ower the door like a mountebank in yere Smith- 
•fieid deevilries. Folk aye ca^ it the Idol o' Lit- 
tle-Britain ; Gude guide us ! the Idol o^ Little- 
Britain ! heard ever ony body the like q^ that? 
— ^the Idol o' Little Britain ! Canna ye write 
ycirself up Clock wright and Watch-framer, wi' 
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a godly verse out o' the metrical Kirk Psalms, 
without hinging out a graven and painted idol,- 
qhuilk is but too common in this city of abomi- 
nation ? Ye ca* it the^owden Time ! my cer- 
tie ! tbere'^s mair gowd on his back, an- the 
Jewish high-priest wha is tisdking with bim^ 
than ye wad get for a^ yere clockies, gin the 
times were nae sae sinf u.'^ 

Notwithstanding the continued tirades of Mis- 
tress Bathsheba against this effigy of the Mo- 
narch of the Scythe, she found, when her hus- 
band's clock had struck it's last hour, that she 
might vainly expect a continuation of the pa^ 
tronage which he enjoyed, unless the favourite 
Time still frowned above the shop-door. The 
dials of Tompion, Gumming, Gow, and Gra- 
ham, much as they were esteemed, were not 
more in favour than those of Pendulum of the 
Golden Time; she, therefore, even when she 
came into full power, compounded with the 
public by letting the admired images and their 
appurtenances remain, and contented herself 
with issuing forth the following new shop-bill : 
^' Bathsheba Pendulum, Widow of the gracious 
Tubal Pendulum, of ingenious memory, late 
deceased, still continueth to manufacture all 
sorts of Spring, Weight, Table, Chime, Turret, 
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and TantuCIocksy on the suns accurate scale 
a» fhoie made by her kte hudband. Also every 
Idnd of Horizontal^ Perpendicular, PiUar, Ta- 
ble, Brass, Stone, and Fainted Sun and ; Moon 
Dials; vitfa all sorts of Grold, SUrer, and 
Metal Watches : and are to be sold at the hoixae 
in Little-Biitain, qhuilk hath two goodl j images, 
depicting Time and King Hezekiah wfaa keepit 
the dial of Ahaz, (see Second Kings, twentieth 
and ninth), overlaid with gold above the door. 



€C 



M[an is a Clodc; his Days and Hotiis, 
And Minutes^ God doth frame ; 

The Spring of all his Moving Powers, 
From Thee^ their Maker, came. 

Then while his Wheels shall downward run. 

Lest they be fast or slow ; 
Oh I set his Dial by Thy San, 

And he shall truly go." 



It was at this time, at mj first coming to 
London, and entering upon a kind of miscellii- 
neous literary life, that the quiet gloom of Mrs, 
Pendulum's house, in conjunction with the notice 
placed in her window of *^ Twa goodly Ujqper 
Chambers to Lett upon Hire for Ane Single 
Man,'^ determined me to pitch my tent upon 
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that spot whieh had been so celebrated a f esort 
of literature and booksellers, scarcely an hun- 
dred years before. The caress the duties, and 
th^ profits of Mrs. Fendtilam's secular concerns, 
had considerably abated the puritanic tnisan*' 
thropy with which her nind had formerly been 
imbued : not that it had ceased to give an amus^ 
ing turn to her conrersation, but it had in some 
measure left off producing the violence of her 
former declamations, and it was contented with 
occasionally lamenting the backslidings of the 
times, and the unscriptural manners of the latter 
days ; all of which was blended with a kind of 
talk, that had no sort of affinity to it, such as 
the gossip at the neighbourhood, the news of the 
day, politics, and above all, the technical phrases 
which she derived from her own profession. 
Such was the ground^^work^ and such were the 
gamishings of the conversation of the Widow 
Bathsheba Pendulum. Her figure, as I have 
already stated5 was short end lusty ; and she was 
habited in a large and loose brown stuff gown, 
of the plcdnest out of the time, drawn up ex- 
tremely full and wide at the skirts, and having 
a green quilted petticoat beneath it ; upon her 
head was a black bombasine hood of formidable 
si^e^ very much pointed at the apex ; and she 



44 TALKS OF AN Al^TiaUARY. 

wore coarse black-leather high-heeled shoes^ with 
wrought silver buckles. 

Here then was my new landlady ; and if I 
were amused with her conversation and appear- 
ance, she, on, the other hand, was no less pleased 
with mine. ^^ There was not,*^ as she afterwards 
told me, f^anygowden passments nor. Jewish 
fripges about my coat, qhullk were the common 
fashionings o' the raiment o^ this country ever 
since the American War, qhuilk was ane of the 
abomipations o^ the latter days, to give battle 
unto a land o' , saints ; but the Minister, as they 
caa'd him,, wha was nae mair like a Minister than, 
a dustie^s bell was like a gowd repeater, was 
giinging on like a balance-wheel without an es- 
capement ; and neighbour Easygull said there 
wfus ; aye a tauk o' a change, wf an unanimous 
call to be given^to ane Geprdie Washington, to 
be King ower the outlandish nation, even as 
Jotham tauld o^ the trees and, the bramble, .in 
parable fashion ; see Judges, ninth and eighths 
Ye hae not,'* she continued," ony o' these, sins, 
qhuilk like Moses' serpent swallow up a' things ;. 
but yere like a time-keeper in a lockit-box, ye 
aye. do yere wark in a quiet an* plain fashion, 
an' there's mair in.ye than out o' ye.'' 
.Jt is true, that .my appearance at that time 
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was sufficiently grave, and my habits generally re- 
tired, unless an opportunity offered of studying 
siich a character as the present; in doin^ which 
the amusement in my mind commonly over- 
balanced the impertinence which I met with. 

It was then, on a Summer^s afternoon, when 
with the degree of A. B., I had quitted my 
University, that I arrived by the Oxford Eagle, 
after a passage of a day and a night, safe in 
London. My view in the Metropolis was some- 
thing like that of George Primrose, a general 
literary employment ; and my pecuniary sup- 
port was not considerably greater, though quite 
adequate to my simple and studious way of life. 
Of my interviews with the booksellers I may 
probably speak hereafter; but my first scene 
must be laid iii Little-Britain. Three b^clock 
in the afternoon saw our eight- wheeled and 
heavily loaded Eagle fly with drooping wings, 
that is to say with six tired horses, into her de- 
sired nest, the yard of the Boulogne-Mouth. 
After a short refection, I proceeded forth to re- 
connoitre, and to consider my plans, and in this 
thoughtful mood I strayed out at the top of the 
street in which " mine inn'' was situate, to the 
broader part of Little-Britain ; and never waked 
from my reverie till I found myself standing 
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opposite » Mhop filled with various kiad^ of pe*- 
ruikesy perfumes, and tall show^glassefi, wkh 
^^ Toupee and Curlpuppy^ Tonsui«8, Fri^ 
zeurs^ aiul Perruquiers, <m the most nduiired 
principles;" painted in gold letters over the 
window. With me, though I execmte die loss 
of tiiue and the operations themselves, ibaving 
and hair«dressing are luxuries, especiidly after 
a journey ; so into the shop I went, and whjle 
I was operated upon by one of the aboveomeiir 
tioned professors, the following were the tofacs 
With which he entertained me. 

^^ Happy to see you, sir :-^-the finest head ci 
hair I ever passed a comb through^^ — ^bow wiQl 
ypu have it dressed, sir ?-*—Wm you have tiie 
French queue worn by the Court beaux? or the 
P^rruque*^}a-Cad0gan, that is worn by 1k» 
Sous of Freedcom ? or the Oxford-Buckle, that 
is worn by the scholars? or Geueral Waders 
Scratch, that is worn by the sddiers? or the 
Bruaswick-Brush, that is wcnh by the Tories ? 
-<»the Whigs, poor devils ! have their hior 
dressed all fashions, for every body bas a claw 
at them i^-^^Ty what d 'ye think now of the 
Aanelagh-Club ? glass buckle and blue rib- 
bon behind, red coat, tight fawn^coloiu^ fm* 
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talooKis mih porple aeams, ishart dbhadgeon 
and tan hatP You^U be tii^ delight of the 
Botunda i iBvut perhaps you 'xe figr soBoeAmg 
more wber; I neyer presume to boliier way 
Gusftomers, 4U) too many of oar professioD do, 
viidi a long string of names ; l)ut k ^s my A»ij 
to^ay to them,— -How d^ye Hke the new Toma^ 
hawk-Tie ? k^s very «mch worn by the friends 
of the Americans, and the anti-mimsterifdists ; 
and in my poor thoughts it^s excellent to know 
a man^s senthnents on pcditics and so forth, 
merdy by looking at his head. Who dressed 
3rour hair last, sir, may I ptsesome? Nearly 
0poikd it ! Blundering idiot ! only fit to comb 
badgers. — No offence, sir, but he ought to dip 
old wigs and charity-^boys a twelvemonth koqier^ 
to teach him how to dress a gentleman.^ 

As soon as I could get an opportunity of 
speaking, I requested to be dressed with the 
Osford-Buckle, as being the plainest of all the 
the Perruquier^s numerous fashions, and he^thus 
lulled : — 

«' Very well, sir, very well; you're for ihe 
studious and the sentimental, I see. Ah, sir ! 
how few have I to dress of your class. No, sir ; 
genftlemen come to me with their heads ftdl of 
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' law, or politics, or fashion, or music, or fight- 
ing, to have the Mansfield-Comb, or the Handel- 
Crotchet, or the Pantheon-Turn-up, or the 
American-Scalp. Speaking of America, sir; 
are you informed if a certain General is in 
town, disguised like a black Quaker woman? 
or is it true, that Hiaeouontaanypanky, the 
Chief of the Towzy-Dowzys, is to smoke the 
Calumet with Wilkes at Charing-cross ? Ah, 
sir ! believe me, if we get the Towzy-Dowzys, 
and the Blue Racoon men, old Wash and the 
French must look about them. For you see, 
sir, the fact is this : here stands old Wash, — 
please to observe, sir, the soap-dish ;-— then, 
next the Ohio, are the Brown-Kangaroos, — 
favour me a moment, sir, the hot water and 
the razor-strop; — then, sir, only look, here 
come the French, the powder-puif, sir ; — while 
we march along there with the Blue -Racoon 
men, and the valiant Towzy-Dowzys, and the 
brave Hog-hunters; — ^now mark, here we are, 
sir, the scissors, and the razor, and the hot 
curling tongs; — we drive old Wash into the 
water, the Brown-Kangaroos are hunted down to 
the woods, the French are blown to the Devil, 
and then^ as the song in the last Transylvanian- 
Post-Boy said, — 
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^ Oh ! gallop on gaily, brave BritonB^ for you, 
Wlien you've kill'd all your foes, will have nothing 

to do; 
But to eat, drink, and talk of your victories past, 
From the first day you learn'd how to fight till the 
last ! 

Row de dow, dow, dow de row dow !' 

Very sharp song that, sir ; all as I may say 
hieroglyphical,— no names, — all mum, — very 
secret and very pointed, like a stocking^needle 
in a chair-bottom." 

Notwithstanding this torrent of ribaldry, my 
Perruquier was so far different from the silent 
Barber of the Tailor's story in Hunchback, 
that he contrived to finish all his tonsorial du- 
ties by the time that his sentiments on the best 
method of closing the American War were con- 
cluded; and^ it was in the pause which fol- 
lowed, that I enquired of him for some plain 
and respectable apartments in that part of the 
town, which I perceived was both quiet and 
retired. 

'* Apartments !^ said the Barber, as if con- 
sidering the matter in his own mind, ^^ apart- 
ments ! — um, — um, — Why there's Tressel, the 
Undertaker, has very often apartment's to let ; 
or the Druggist there, old Coltsfoot; but then 

VOL, III, D 
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youll be poisoned in one place, and buried 
in the other. Let me see !^-0h ! I have it, 
sir ; Widow Bathsheba Pendulum, though she 
never has her curls dressed, and though shea's 
always flouting me about Absolom, who was so 
proud of his hair that he got hanged for it, I 
dare say, sir, she can take you iu. You see, 
sir, — left hand of the door, — aright hand side of 
the way, opposite Sebastian Thump, the Ger- 
man Goldbeater^s, at the Hand and Hammer : 
— ^now, sir, please to look; — not that house 
with the row of daisies and broken tea-pots, 
but the Watchmaker's beyond it, sir, with 
Time over the door, the Idol of Little Britain, 
sir, as we call it. Fine view from the attics, 
sir, — clear day you can see the weather-cocks of 
three Church steeples, and if you stretch your 
neck a great way, the ball and cross of St. 
Paul's !" 

Having thanked and gratified my Hair-dres- 
ser, I was about to depart, when he again in- 
terfered with " Greatly obliged, sir, — permit 
me to give you one more touch with the brush, 
sir ; — ^little hair on your coat, sir, from Deputy 
Sperm's greasy wig. Take a card of the shop, 
sir; Toupee and Curlpuppy, at the Muscovy 
Cat and Crown. I'm Mr. Curlpuppy, sir; 
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and as you'll be a neighbour^ sir, hope to take 
you by the nose again, and comb your head 
weekly, sir ; hair ought to be cut once a month ; 
nourishes it and takes out the ATti/f ;— -you^ll 
not forget Jeremy Curlpuppy, sir ; hope I Ve 
dressed you to your liking, and give you good 
day, sir.'* 

Thus, with many bows,' concluded my first 
visit in town; and I next proceeded to the 
Watchmaker's shop, where, having viewed and 
engaged the lodgings, I procured my baggagd 
to be sent from the Inn, and returned to take, 
what my new Landlady called " my afternoon 
tea** with her, being as she said ^* a stranger to 
the ways o' housekeeping, qhuilk I should learn 
by seeing her shew them forth, like setting 
a watch by a time-keeper.*' Every species of 
the furniture of those days is yet dear to me ; 
from the cartouche-carved looking-glasses which 
hung in Mrs. Pendulum's parlour, down to 
her japanned fire-grate, her broad-backed horse^ 
hair and mahogany chairs, her small china tea- 
service, and the richly-flowered Brussels carpet 
upon which we sat. Although I was a stran- 
ger, and her lodger, Mrs. Pendulum was not 
backward in her conversation, for she very 
speedily thus began : ** Gin ye're fond o' a quiet 
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life, sir, as ye say ye are, yell be deHghtit wi' 
yere bed-room, for we hae but sax clockies that 
chime ilka quarter, an^ that play Lug him alang^ 
and Maggie Lauder, and the York Psalm tune, 
and the Duke o* York*s March, and Over the Wa^ 
ter, and the Braw Shavaleer, eyery three hours; 
theyVe no muckle ahint ane anither, sae yell 
hae it a' done in less than an hour. An"^ I'm 
sure neighbour Thump never begins wark till 
sax o'clock, and the bonny London cries o^ 
sweeps, and rabbits, and auld-claes, and milk, 
and caller-cresses, and the like o^ thae, dinna 
cam on much before : an' yell be weel keepit, 
for yell hear the Watchman aw night,'' 

From this enumeration of miseries I turned 
the discourse to some curious specimens of clock- 
work standing in the room, which introduced 
an host of stories ; but so unconnected and inter- 
larded with Mrs. Pendulum's reflections, that I 
could scarcely follow any of them through. The 
last, however, related to an eminent Astrologer 
who had formerly lived in the house, and en- 
joyed a very great degree of practice and pa- 
tronage from all descriptions of persons ; and as 
this interested me, I was particularly curious 
in my enquiries, to which my Landlady thus 
generally replied. 
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'^ Ow, I dinna ken muckle about him, only 
that he was caa^d Tolemie Horoscope, as it^s 
said ; and that he aye sleepit in the room that 
ye^re to sleep in; an^ that he tauld the fortunes 
o' a' the warld, for the people wad be coming in 
the morn, and in the day-time, and, in the dark 
night when naebody could see them. — Brassie,'^ 
continued she, calling to the shopman through 
the little glazed parlour-door, ** Brassie^ man, 
pu' in that knave apprentice-bmm ; liis neck^s 
aye out o^ the winnock like the birdies o' a 

cuckoo-clock. And so Mister what did ye 

ca' yeresel, sir P*^ 

" Sylvanus Beauclerk, Madam," 

** Aye, — weel Mr. Noclarke, ye see that when 
the auld warlock was gane and my auld Pendu- 
lum took the booth, qhuilk was soon after his 
death, we found such hantels o' curious papers, 
like to the warks o* Ezra Hacscrawl, the blind 
writing-master, or the bulks qhuilk Paul burnt 
lang syne, at Ephesus; see Acts, nineteenth 
and nineteenth." 

** Well," said I with some anxiety, " and 
what did you do with them ?" 

** Aye, Mr. Slowclarke, we e'en sold them 
for the paper, to auld '^ Moses Baggitt, the 
Israelitish rag-merchant. '^ They war not for. 
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the likes o' us to keep, for ye ken that As- 
trologers are witches, and witches are deils. 
TheyVe the minute and hour hands o' Satan^s 
clocks, for it 's he that winds them up, and sets 
them a' a-going.^ 

Such was the slight information which I re- 
ceived on the subject of the Astrologer from 
Mrs. Pendulum ; but even when I retired to 
rest, it was still present to my thoughts, and 
in my night-visions it was still before me, 
for I had the following dream* The apart- 
ment in which I was sleeping, seemed to shift 
and change it's appearance until only the bed 
remained of it ^s usual furniture. An old carved 
oaken cabinet, a table, and some chairs of the 
same material, rose before me; while a man 
ci a middle age, with an oval face, and long 
flowing hair, clothed in a black Spanish habit, 
was seated writing by a lamp ; and before him 
were scattered papers, books, spheres, and va- 
rious astronomical and astrological instruments. 
At length he ceased from his employment, and 
closing the volume placed it with the other 
papers in a secret drawer of the cabinet, and 
sighing heavily said, ^' Best there ! thou miser- 
able record of sin and sorrow, of credulity, 
avarice, folly, and all the other vices of man- 
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kind! Rest there! thou record of the wide 
astrological practice of Ptolbmy Horoscope^ 
THE Idolized Astboloobb of Little-Bei- 
TAiK ; who has rendered this house, this cham- 
ber, this part of the great City famous for ever, 
by the high personages who have sought the skill 
which he possesses. Rest there ! — till some one 
in future years shall haply find thee, and shall 
publish to his countrymen thy memorials of the 
guilt and folly of departed ages !^^ 

There seemed to follow a most dreadful 
jangling, as if all the steeples in London had 
been shaken by an earthquake, and all their 
bells partook of their convulsions. When my 
ear became sensible of distinguishing, I disco* 
vered that it was three in the morning, and that 
Mrs. Pendulum's clocks were performing their 
regular overtures. As these continued until 
nearly four, I found it impossible to sleep, and 
my thoughts naturally reverted to my dream ; 
whilst I remembered, with no slight curiosity^ 
the ancient oaken cabinet with it^s contents, 
which I had seen deposited within it. But 
this vision and it^s subject both passed away, 
and as superstition is not one of my most 
powerful feelings, it had entirely left iny mind ; 
until, in an obscure part of London, I one day 
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met "with an old oaken cabinet, the same as I 
had already seen in my dream, exposed for 
sale ! Like the gardener in the Eastern tale, 
had I possessed but ten golden deenars in the 
world I had purchased it. I felt an irresisti- 
. ble impulse to make it mine, and when it was 
once more placed in it^s own native apartment, 
conceive my surprise, when, with a palpitating 
heart and nervous hand I found the spring, 
threw open the secret drawer, and discovered 
the Astrologer's manuscripts! The chief of 
these was an old vellum book, filled with 
drawings of Astrological figures, and their 
particular histories attached to each; the cha- 
racters of which were precisely as he had de- 
scribed them. Some were of a public, and 
some were of a private nature ; some were po- 
litical, and some were domestic; and some were 
ludicrous, and some were tragical : but the fol- 
lowing series of extracts will better delineate 
their nature, whilst it is also possible that they 
may interest, instruct, admonish, and amuse» 
those, who condescend to become their readers. 
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RICHARD TURPIN: 
A LEGEND OF BUCKLERSBURY. 



Ye Robber ! — ^ye Cateran ! — ^ye born deevil that ye 
are, to a' bad ends, and nae gude ane !— can this be you? 
—"What d'ye think's the ralue o' your head ? 

Rob Roy. 



The scenes of our Metropolis do not alter 
more in their names, than they do in the' fea- 
tures by which they were form^y known and 
characterised. Who that now looks at the prim, 
but modern, building of Ely-place in Holbom, 
can imagine the old Episcopal Palace standing 
there ? or can fitly place in it that famous gar- 
den, the Strawberries of which, as Shakspeare 
tells us, attracted the attention of the guiltily- 
aspiring Richard, Duke of Gloucester? Even 
Cheapside, with all 'it's modem bravery, but 
slightly reflects that lustre which shone from it, 
when the houses of the Goldsmith's Row were 

D 5 
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hung with arras, tapestry, cloths of tissue and 
gold, and rich historical embroideries; when 
the windows blazed with golden flagons, beakers, 
chargers, chalices, and innumerable other pieces 
of plate, to do honour to a Coronation-Progress, 
a Royal Procession, or a City Pageant. Even 
my own old residence of Little-Britain, is no 
longer the Palace of the Dukes of Bretagne, nor 
the literary part of London ; and ** the Book- 
sellers" have fled, even from " Powle's.'' Where 
are the Text-writers, and Bead-makers of Pater- 
noster-row, and of Ave-Marid^lane ? Where 
are all the Butchers, of whom De Foe in his 
quaint, terrific, and interesting Journal of the 
Plague-ye£u*, writes as occupying the upper 
end of St. MartinVle-Grand, then called Blow- 
Bladder-street ? a name which it received to 
commemorate their mal-practices. All these, 
and a thousand picturesque features beside, each 
of which deserves a particular lamentation, our 
splendid signs, our once musical cries, our sin^ 
gular and remarkable characters, and our an-^ 
cient Clubs, — all, all are gone ! — 

" Like tlie lost Pleiad^— to return no more !" 

It is in consequence of these alterations, that 
the point in the writings of many an old English 
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author is completely lost ; for although we are 
sure that some of these changes have taken place 
in our times^ yet are we so accustomed to think 
and speak of things as we view them, that we 
cannot always conceive them under different 
circumstances. It is, indeed, difficult for us now 



to imag^e that the Citizens of London, as Stow 
assures us, were wont to recreate and disport 
themselves of an evening, in running, shooting, 
and vaulting in Moor-fields ; that a Windmill, 
as our ancient maps indicate, once stood, and 
gave name to a street, not far from the spot 
where now the London Institution rears it's 
aspiring head ; or that trdops of boys, as Lilly 
the Astrologer relates, made a play -ground of 
St. Clement^s Church-yard, before the .Plague 
of 16S5. We cannot conceive these things, be- 
cause they are not probable according to the 
present situation of those scenes ; nor agreeable 
to the customs of the present time. Of all the 
places, however, within our great City, there is, 
perhaps, not one which shews less like it^s for- 
mer self than Bucklersbury ; for it no lon^r 
affords an apt and striking simile for a Scented 
fop. Now, indeed, " Bucklersbury in Simple" 
time,^^ which Shakspeare quotes as smelling so 
sweetly, looks much the same as at any other 
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time ; sober, retired, and void of all ostentatious 
display of commercial bustle. The only changes 
which thiit Quaker-like, yet to me pleasing, part 
of London, experiences, are in the alternation of 
day and night, sun-shine and rain, fog and win-^ 
ter-weather, when the snow gives it a different 
habit. Although the houses of this place were 
in a former day both more antique and not less 
grave than they are at present, yet the Drug- 
gists shops with which it abounded made the 
scene more lively, because the uniformity at^ 
tendant on private dwellings was more broken ; 
while at that time of the year, when medicinal 
herbs are usually gathered, it assumed that 
fresh appearance, and it put forth that sweet 
-^ smell which Shakspeare has recorded in his 
*' Merry Wives of Windsor/^ 

At one of the most ancient and decayed qf^ 
these Druggist's shops, there dwelt, about the 
year 17S0, one Israel Ciaicible, who kept the 
^ign of *' the Solomon's Seal," which was richly 
depicted over his door, and no less richly en^ 
graven above the following copper-plate shop^ 
bill. *' In Bucklersbury, at the Sign of the 
Solomon's Seal, over against a public-house 
known by the Sign of the Jonas and Whale, is 
the shop of Israel Crucible, an experienced 
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Apothecary, Chymist, Drug^st, Chimrgeon, 
and Alchymist. He Analyseth all kinds of 
Mixtures, and prepareth Medicines with peculiar 
caution and skill. Wounds dressed and healed 
by an ancient and powerful Elixir known unto 
him only ; and all sorts of Simples, Herbs for 
Distillsltion, and imadulterated Drugs, may be 
had as above, better than at any other Shop in 
Bucklersbury. Take notice, he doth not serve 
on the Jewish Sabbaths.*^ 

Notwithstanding this declaration of his pro- 
fession, many people said, and believed, that 
the Jewish Apothecary of Bucklersbury was in 
fact a diminisher of the £ing's Coin ; and that, 
under the cover of performing his chemical 
operations, he lightened many a goodly piece 
of gold, or reduced many a fair article of gold 
or silver plate for Richard Turpin, and others 
of the same respectable calling, in his convenient 
melting-pot* Certain it is, that his chimney 
always poured out a volume of dense black 
smoke, without his table affording a correspond- 
ent proof that it arose from culinary operations; 
for on the contrary, the economy of his house- 
keeping was exceeded only by that displayed in 
his old black frieze dress, which he wore in the 
fashion of a Turkish Caftan, bound about hh 
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waist with a sash^ and reaching down to his feet 
It is not to be supposed, however, while the 
fumes of the Alchemists furnace were so visible^ 
that whatever bis emplo}rment might be, he was 
allowed to carry it on wholly unquestioned by 
his neighbours. No ; Moses, the Smelter, as 
he was generally called, — for vulgar ridicule 
gives to every Israelite the name of Moses, as it 
does to every Hibernian the title of Pat, — ^was. 
frequently asked to account for the clouds 
of sable smoke which curled over his house* 
"Well, Moses 1^ his neighbours would some- 
times begin, " the furnace works bravely, my 
did Hebrew, eh! — ^How many guineas have 
you brought down to their proper weight? — 
—How goes gold now. Master Crucible?— 
d'ye take me ? — eh ? — ^Aaron ?" On these oc- 
casions the Alchemist would always assume a 
gaze of surprise, which indeed seemed to be 
familiar to his features, for his visage was large 
and round, his mouth wide, and his eyes broad 
and staring; and then looking his questioners 
in the face, with a kind of lowly smile, he would 
reply, " Inteet, my fery goot sirs, you are merry 
with Ishrael Crucible. De fumashe, it ish 
true, sends out great clouds of black shmoke, 
but den de chemicalsh caush it to bum up like 
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de oven of Shadrach, Meidiech, and Abednego. 
Dit you say * How wash golt ?' Hah ! hah !— ^ 
dat ish good joke,— fery goot joke; — Father 
Abrahamsh ! I have not seen one kinney of 
golt not these tree weeksh. It ish all gone !-^ 
all gone !— -like de Arksh oat of de Templesh 
of Solomonsh i I do think, my goot sirsh, 
dat Beelzebub hash got all de monish now-a- 
daysh." — 

" No, no, Moses ;^ some would reply, " he 
has two partners ; there ^s you, and Dick Tur-^ 
pin of Essex ; you three share it between 
you." 

." Ah, ah ! inteet you are fery merry, gentle- 
mansh ; but I do assure you that I am as poor 
as a rat; — dat ish, I have got not noting at all 
but my herbsh, and my drugsh, and my fur- 
nash, Got help me 1'^ 

It is probable, that it was to avoid such ex- 
aminations as this, as well as to pursue his own 
private employment, that Crucible refrained 
from mixing with the Society, which, under the 
title of '^ the United Brothers of Bucklerft- 
bury," met every evening at the Jonas and 
Whale, then kept by one Gideon Tankardj op- 
posite his house ; to drink, smoke, converse, 
and read the small foho half^iheet of ^^ the 
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Postboy, with the Areshest advices foreign and 
dcxnestick.^ One night, however, from what 
cause it was never accurately ascertained, but 
whether from the delay of his Herbalists, or 
from the failing of his golden supplies, Israel 
Crucible's furnace was not at work ; and he 
entered the Club-room at the Jooas and Whale, 
bowing low to every well-known neighbour.^' 

** How d^e do, my good sirsh ? How d'ye 
do ? It ish so long sinsh I wash in dish housh, 
dat I have almosht forgot.-^ Vel, shentlemen, 
I have come to night for a little holiday, to 
enjoy your very goot company. Mashter How- 
lett, I hope I shee you well ; my goot friend, 
Mashter Bluebottle, you looksh quite young 
againsh; and our host, Mashter Tankard, — 
upon my life he looksh forty year, — forty year, 
upon my consciehsh, 'younger den ven I did 
shee him last. Ah I — Ah !— dish is goot ale, 
and goot fire ! — Ish dere any newsh in de Posht- 
boy, shentlemen ?^ 

** Only,'^ replied Howlett, who was an emi- 
nent Spectacle-maker and perpetual President 
of the Club, because he wore a silver laced hat 
and a pair of his own glasses mounted in brass, 
^' only that Dick Turpia has been sacking 
another house near the forest, whence he has 
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taken some very ancient and valuable gold 
plate. ^Tis thought that he has fled to London' 
with it." 

** Did you shay to London ?'* said Crucible, 
evidently much disturbed. 

** Yes, Moses ; why what ails the man ? are 
you afraid of missing the plate, old smelter ?— 
Never fear ! never fear !— it would find thee 
out blindfold.'' 

" You are merry, neighbour Howlett," an- 
swered Crucible, ^* but I wash mosh afraid of 
that great robber, Turpin, he wash so fierce and 
so terrible : and he knocksh at peoplesh doors, 
and makesh them come down and give him dere 
monish, and den he shoots them.^' 

" Well, well ! never mind him, Master Cru- 
cible, let him go be hanged, as he will be some 
day," smd Tankard, " sit you round the fire, 
and sing, there ^s no fear of his coming here.'^ 

"Aye, well said. Tankard; we'll have a 
song, Master Crucible, I knock you down for 
a song." 

" Bravo ! bravo !^ rejoined all voices, " a 
song from neighbour Crucible.'' 

•' But my very goot friendsh I did never 
shing in my life ; I do not know a shong, nor 
a versh/' 
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<< That won't do, Moses,'' said Bluebottle, 
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we all know you're a prime hand at a catchy 
" Ha, ha, ha !" roared the assembly, " well 
done. Bluebottle; come Israel, give us Solo- 
mons Song." 

^* Bless mine heart, I never coot shing two 
linesh to de end. — Hem !— vel, I vil try. — ' Cot 
above'— no ! dat ish too high, — hem ! 

^ Cot above that made all thingsh^ 
De heavensh^ and de earthy and all therein^ 
De shipsh dat on the Sheash do shwim^ 
For to keep out de enemiesh dat none may come in.* 

Upon my life I cannot tell now, — * dat none 
may come in.' — Dere ish something after * none 
may come in.' — I am out upon my conscience ! 
—Gentlemen, dat ish my shong." 

*^ Well, Moses, you shall piece it out next 
round," said Howlett, " and now, neighbour 
Bluebottle, will you hum us a stave T'' 

" Oh certainly," answered that worthy Citi- 
zen, ** I'll sing you something appropriate to 
our former conversation about thieves, for it's 
my way always to fit my song to my company. 

^I am a-going to sing to you a very good song. 
And as it is but shorty why it won't detain you \xsd%i 
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It is of a Fanner bold, who rode with a merry intent^ 
With a purse, that was heavy with gold> for to pay his 

half-year's rent. 
And as he was riding along^ and riding along the 

highway, 
A Gentleman-thief stood before him, and unto him 

did say.' 

Well, friend ! what the Devil are you grinning 
at ?" said Bluebottle, to a Stranger, who, whblly 
unobserved, had entered the room, and placed 
himself behind Crucible^s chair ; where he was 
laughing most immoderately at the stanza which 
had just been chanted. 

The Stranger was of a moderate height, but 
inclining to lustiness ; and his full-coloured face 
wore the appearance of a fearless, hardy, and 
somewhat dangerous character. He was dressed 
in the long blue riding-frock of the time, which 
was slightly trimmed with gold, and tight mili« 
tary-looking boots that reached over the knee, 
and which were usuaUy worn by horsemen. In 
his hand he held a massive whip, ornamented 
with large rings of silver, and upon his head 
was a small three-cortiered bat, bound with a 
narrow edging of gold : his own brown hair 
curled round his face, and his shirt, cravat, and 
ruffles, which seemed to be of the finest quality. 
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finished his appearance to great advantage. 
He was then, as already stated, expressing con- 
siderable mirth at Bluebottle's song, when that 
gentleman addressed him with, ^'and pray friend, 
what the Devil are you grinning at V 

*^ I was laughing,^ answered the Stranger, 

^ ** at the truth of the description in that song, 

for that is Turpin's way exactly; I've often 

seen him myself in crosidng Epping Forest^ 

though he never did me any harm.'^ 

When the Stranger^s voice sounded in Cruci- 
ble^s ears, he started up, gave one glance at his 
face, and then nearly fell down on the floor 
with surprise, exclaiming ^^ Father Isaacs! I 
thought you wash twenty milesh offJ^ 

** No, my honest little Israelite, here I am, 
come up on purpose to see you; so introduce 
me to your friends here, well sing and drink 
out the evening, and then we'll go off to your 
house, and 111 tell you what will make you 
stare r 

** Upon my shoul, I do shtare already . to 
shee you in dish place.^ 

'^ Come, come, man ! no more wondering, 
but make me acquainted with these honest gen- 
tlemen : if I had met with any of them in my 
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own country, we would have known each other 
long before now." 

" Ah vel ! dat ish true, upon my lifesh ; but 
your name I have forgot, Mishter, Mishter 
Tu— ^' 

" What, man !^ cried the Stranger, in some- 
what of an angry tone, at the same time catch- ^ 
ing the Jew's hand, and grasping it so hard, 
that Crucible twisted his face into a thousand 
contortions, — " What, man ! after our long 
dealings together, have you forgotten Dick 
Roadknight ? Come, come, no more of this.^ 

" Ah ! ah ! dat ish your name, — ^goot sirsh, 
I pray you to know dat dish is Mishter Richard 
Roadknight, a shentleman of de sword ; and a 
man whoshe fame is very great in his own coun- 
try. Mishter Roadknight, you are to know dat 
dese shentlemenare de Club of Bucklershbury: 
dare ish Mishter Howlet in de share ; and dat 
ish Mishter Bluebottle, who wash shinging; 
and dat ish our hosht, Gideon Tankard, and 
dat ish—'' 

" Enough said. Crucible,'' returned Road- 
knight; " and now I shall pray worthy Mr. 
Bluebottle to continue his excellent song, and 
to excuse my interruption." 
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** Why, as to that," answered Bluebottle, 
consequentially wiping his mouth, ^^'I'm sute, 
from such a gentleman, it was quite uninten- 
tional, so,— hem ! — where did I leave oflF? — 

— — -' and unto hi-im— >him did say^ 
^ Oh ! how dare you ride along while so many thieves 

there be ? 
• If they do light upon you, theyTl rob you of your 

monee.' 

• 

But what a fool am I, gentlemen, to trouble 
you with this old song, when I've a brave new 
one here, just printed, with a good chorus, that 
you can all join in.'' So saying. Bluebottle 
drew from his pocket a half-sheet of coarse 
whited-brown paper, having a song badly print- 
ed upon it in old and broken types, which was 
surmounted by a rude and black square wood- 
cut of a man on horseback, bearing the same 
resemblance to the reality, as may be seen in 
those' barbarous gingerbread models, which are 
known by the name of Toy-cakes. " AbP 
said the Citizen, as he unfolded the ballad, 
" this is to the purpose now. Tankard, light 
up the sconce, that I may see what I 'm to sing, 
and fill my jug. — Gentlemen, here's to ye all ! 
— Ah! that shaVt be a bad malting, neigh- 
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bours. Hewlett, I should 3pon want some 6f 
your barnacles, if I often read such print as 
this ; why it is as bad as the EngUsh bill of a 
Dutch Quack-Doctor. However, listen, my 
Masters ; ^ A most excellent and famous New 
^ Song, now presently made by an eminent hand, 
upon the notorious Thief, Richard Turpin. In 
which are set forth many of his daring exploits 
in Epping Forest, in Essex, and in many of the 
houses round about the same : and it also con- 
tains several touches at the times, and it is to 
be sung to the tune of Tantara-ra-ra. Printed, 
and are to be sold by Wjmkyn Blotletter, for 
the Author, at the King David and Harp, in 
Grub-street, without Moor-Gate ; this present 
year. One thousand seven hundred and thirty. 
Where also may be had, all the favourite and 
fashionable Songs, Romances, Ballads, Carols, 
Dying-Speeches, and Broadsides of every de- 
scriptiouv Good allowance to Hawkers, and as 
Poets and others are kept constantly at work, 
there are new ones published every morning.' '' 
" A promising title that, I '11 assure you,'' 
said Howleti ; *^ and now neighbours, mind the 
chorus ; we all know the ^ Rogue's March,' so 
you see you *re not to sing it at first, but let 
neighbour Bluebottle sing it out by himself, 
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and then he ''11 cry ' Chorus!** and then you '11 all 
join in stoutly, like this:— 

' Sing Tantara-ra-ra^ Rogues all ! — Rogues all ! 
Tattara-ra-ra^ Rogues a-a-a-all I' 

You'll join us> Mr. Roadknight ?" continued 
Howlett. 

** Yes, surely t" replied he, laughing, ** I 'm 
no honester than my company, and little Israel 
here shall sing, with me." 

" Now then. Bluebottle, strike up !" 

** * Over Hounslow^ and Bagshot, and Fincfaley we 're 
told, 
Through the night one might travel in safety of old: 
But BO plenty are robbers^ 'tis now past beiief» 
For wherever a common is^ — ^there is a thief; 

And sing Tantara-ra-ra^ Rogues all ! — Rogues 

aU! 
Tantara-io-ra^ Rogue^ all !' 

Chorus, neighbours !" 

" ^ And sing Tantara-ra-ra^ Rogues all! — Rogues 
all! 
Tantara-ra-ra^ Rogues all !' 
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Robin Hood he was famous enough in his day^ 
And his hand it was open to scatter his prey ; 
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fiat the thieves of our time are such covetous elves^ 
That whatever they get they keep all to themselves ; 

And sing Tantara«r&-ra^ &c. 

* Then robbers were civil and courteous of yore. 
When they 'd stripped you quite naked^ they wanted 

no more ! 
But that 's not the case with famed Richard Turptn^ 
When he 's taken your shirt then he asks for your 

skin; 

And sing Tantara-ra-ra^ &c. 

' His house is the Forest, and travellers may 
Always find him at home^ both by night and by day ; 
And if you to see him have any desire^ 
You 'U get a warm wehome from him and hisjire. 

Then sing Tantara-ra-ra^ &c.' " 

The song itself would have out-lasted a Lap- 
land winter ; but when Bluebottle had sung to 
the twenty-second stanza, and the Club-room 
was in full cry at the chorus tait, a shrill whis- 
tie was heard in the street; and Roadkuight 
exclaimed to himself— 

" (rood, — there's Fielder! I must not remain 
here longer." The thought had scarcely crossed 
his mind, when a loud dispute and scu£9e turned 
the attention of every one to the door, which 
was presently burst open, and several persons 
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rushed in, uttering loudly and frequently the 
name of Turpin. 

" Look to yourselves, gentlemen !^ cried the 
foremost of the crowd, '* Turpin has been 
traced to this house, with a mail containing 
stolen plate ! — ^Landlord, clap to the door !" 

" What is all thisabout?" answered Tankard ; 
** d'ye think I keep a house for your Turpins, 
and Kings, and such nightriders as they axe? — 
No, no ; here 's only the Club of Bucklersbury, 
all good men and true ; and Master Road- 
knight, an honest gentle — why, where 's Mas- 
ter Roadknight gone ? — Holla ! Israel Cruci- 
ble ! — What, are you off too? — Search the 
house! — call out the Trained Bands, — what's 
here ? the curtains torn, and the window open ! 
— <]Jall to the Watch ! — Oh ! that rascal, to come 
swaggering in his blue and gold riding-frock.— 
Who 'd have thought he was a robber, Master 
Howlet ?'' The consternation which this sur- 
prise occasioned, continued for some time, till 
Mr. Solon Sagetop, one of the foremost lead- 
ers of the search after Turpin, observed, that 
standing still to wonder, in the Club-room of 
the Jonas and Whale, was not the way to re- 
cover either the robber, or the property ; and 
that perhaps the best method of securing both, 
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would be to apply for information to Ptolemy 
Horoscope, the. Astrologer of Little-Britain. 

The scene must now be shifted to the Astro- 
loger's apartments; but before continuing the 
narrative there, I must introduce the reader to 
a tall thin figure who was discovered sitting at 
a table, and seeming to be deeply engaged in 
studying Haly's erudite volume, ** De Judiciin 
Astrorum.'^ This person, however, was not the 
Astrologer himself, but Titus Parable, his ser- 
vant, wrapped in his gown; he having retired to 
an inner study, leaving this most valuable as- 
sistant in attendance, with diroztions to call him 
if any Client should arrive. Titus Parable was 
a man of a long, sallow, grave^ and puritanical 
countenance; whom Horoscope had brought 
from the country to act as his gentleman-usher, 
secretary, messenger, librarian, and perform all 
the other numerous offices of an Astrologer's 
^ servant- If report spake truly, however. Pa- 
rable was not his real name, but one which had 
been assumed to shield him from some unplea- 
sant consequences of the Game Laws; his real 
cognomen being Timothy Wirewell, and his 
ostensible employment that of a Dog-fancier 
and breaker : though, in reality, his fancy was 
often for dogs which were not his own, and he 
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contrived privately to practise the curious arts 
of night-fishing, deer-stalking, low-belling, and 
other secrets of unlawful sporting. The Astro- 
loger having arrived in Mr. Wirewell's vicinity, 
just at the time when his real merits had hap- 
pily been discovered, and were about to be ap- 
propriately and legally rewarded, saw in the 
convicted poacher an instrument excellently fit* 
ted for his purposes; who also beheld in the 
service of Horoscope, an asylum from the 
claims of the broken statutes. At the hazard, 
therefore, of being outlawed,-— which he very 
speedily was — ^he fled from his native place by 
moonlight, a time by no means strange to him, 
and at the town where his future master was 
next to arrive, he assumed the tight dark-blue 
dress of a serving-man ; took the name of Ti- 
tus Parable ; altered his hair and removed his 
beard, and began to feel somewhat more of free- 
dom, though his fears were not ended till he had 
reached the Metropolis. He now set himself to 
study, for, truth to say, in the country he had 
considered things rather than books ; but as he 
could read somewhat intelligibly, and produce 
in writing a distant resemblance of letters, he 
feasted on his master's library till his mind 
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became confused with the strange fragments of 
human knowledge which it contained. Divi- 
nity, and History ancient and modern, sacred 
and profane, were blended with allegories and 
metaphysics; whilst astrological phrases and 
scraps of Latin, which he was endeavouring to 
learn from Lilly's Grammar, were mixed up 
with mutilated words of Greek, or Hebrew, and 
astronomical and mathematical technicals. But 
all these, however misplaced, were by no means 
useless in an Astrologer^s servant; for as he 
always introduced some of them into his con- 
versation, many of Horoscope's clients, who 
considered not their fitness, argued, that if the 
man knew so much, what must be the measure 
of the master^s wisdom ? and it was probably 
this consideration which had induced the Pro- 
fessor to tolerate his ribald discourse either 
to himself or others. A perfect portrait of 
Parable will now . be before the reader, if to 
these particulars I add, that he spake slowly, 
with a creaking voice, somewhat like the sound 
of a worn-out trumpet; that, upon what he 
considered serious occasions, he let fall his un- 
der jaw, until his face became extended nearly 
half i^s own length additional ; and that, when 
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he walked, the upper half of him was bent 
forward) though his arms were kept rigidly 
straight, and swung formally by his sides. 

But notwithstanding all his good gifts for 
the office of an Astrologer^s familiar. Parable 
could never persuade his master to permit him 
to see and answer enquiries cm his behalf; 
though it was his continual and vehement de- 
sire, and his firm belief that he had all the 
learning required for doing so. On the night 
of the present narrative, his skill was suddenly 
put to the test; for as he sat watching in the 
Astrologer's apartment, a stout person, dressed 
in a brown horseman's-coat, girt about with a 
leathern belt, entered hastily into the room, and 
looking around him, said, ^^ This is the Con- 
juror's ken, certainly, though there's no one 
to trumpet at the door. Oh ! there he sits. — 
Well, Master Astrologer ! I Ve heard that you 
can tell simple men like me when to begin an 
affair of consequence, and how to conduct it 
like : so d 'ye see, there are five as good broad 
gold pieces as ever were coined ; and all I want 
of you, is to tell me at what hour I must go 
upon an undertaking that 's of some moment to 
all concerned in it? It's a matter of hfe and 

* 

death.'* % 
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The sitting figure looked up from his book, 
and presented a long sallow visage to the que- 
renty when, just as he was about to reply, a hol- 
low voice uttered " Never !" 

*' What r replied the Stranger, retreating, 
and looking wildly around him : ^^ Does the 
Devil speak before you call upon him ?" 

Master Parable himself seemed to be under 
considerable alarm, and said, ^^ A' think that 
the Devil heard you call upon him, and so a' 
answered to 'ee at once. But I '11 set 'ee up a 
figure, secondos artos, and tell 'ee what to do ;^^ 
upon which he began to scrawl sundry ill-fa- 
voured signs on the paper before him, and hav- 
ing blotted it with many marks, which could 
convey information neither to himself nor to 
any other person, he lowered his under jaw, and 
had once more opened his mouth to speak, when 
the voice was again heard to say — " Thy figure 
is judged ! thine undertaking, though infamous 
and blood-thirsty, alike abhorred by Heaveti, 
and condemned by Man, shall be according to 
thy wishes. Thy fate is not yet.'' 

Parable again shook, for reasons known to 
himself, as the unseen oracle gave these re- 
sponses; but as he thought with Fabtqffj that 
he^ould " play out the play,'* he determined 
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to have another speech or two before his exit. 
The Stranger trembled more than before, and 
said rapidly, '^ He has dived into my intentions 
like a sunbeam into the wateri — Yet, can King, 

—or Fielder have ? No! no!— Tell me 

then, juggler, how hast thou raised this spirit, 
which speaks so confidently P*^ 

•* I tell 'ee," uaid Parable, gravely, " that the 
cusp of Aldeboran is on the hinder leg of the 
Great Bear, and that the fiery triplicitus have 
all '' 

" Away with your Pedlar^s French I" said 
the Stranger, contemptuously ; ^^ if ye did not 
command spirits wiser than yourself, the name 
of Horoscope would be less spoken of than it 
is.— One question more then, for I must begone 
to- ^ 

•* To the Forest," said the voice, " to rob, to 
murder) and to waylay the lonely traveller, by 
night and by noon-day ! — Go on, thou man of 
blood,*-^^ on ! — ^Vengeance sleepeth not, but it 
is delayed I Beware of York !*' 

" Of York l*" exclaimed the Stranger, anjc- 
iously ; " Tell me, most wondrous spirit ! I 
care not whether fiend or angel, — tell me what 
shall befal me at York, and when I shall be in 
danger?" % 
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^^ Retribution, nine years hence !^ said the 
voice. — *^ I am one that read and record men's 
fates by the revolving planets ; nine years are 
allotted to thee before thy days shall expire in 
blood, and the name of '^ 

*^ Of whom, thou croaking Demon ?^ demand- 
ed the Stranger. 

*' Go,^ replied the unseen, ^' read it upon 
all the high places of this great City ! view a 
price set upon thine head! behold, the mur- 
ders of the Essex Outlaw are well known ; the 
spoliations of Bichabd Tubpin are spread 
abroad.'^ 

" By Heaven f said Turpin, rushing for- 
ward to that part of the room whence the voice 
seemed to proceed, ^^ thou art no Spirit, so — ^ 

^^ Rash and impotent man," said the same 
voice as if immediately behind him, ^^ look to 
yourself; the avengers of blood are at hand !^' 

A noise was at that moment heard below, as if 
it were several persons entering the house. Tur- 
pin knew that to fire a pistol would immediately 
discover him, he therefore contented himself 
mth rushing upon Parable, and throwing him 
forcibly upon the floor ; then bursting open the 
window, he descended hastily into the street by 
means of a rope and iron which he constantly 
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carried for such a purpose* He was indeed 
clear off, and his tackle removed, before the 
Club of Bucklersbury entered the room, when 
Parable^ rising slowly fri»a the floor, and look- 
ing round him, said, ^^ Is the enemy gone? I do 
think I have had to battle with the Foul Fiend 
himself, in the shape of Richard Turpin !^ 

" Of Turpin !" cried all the voices at once ; 
" which way went he, Master Astrologer ?" 

" I tell 'ee," returned Parable, " that it was 
Saartan in his shape, and that a' flew out o"* th^ 
window in a flame of blue wildfire, after casting 
me upon the floor. But now, men and bre- 
thren,'' continued he, " what do 'ee want with 
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Briefly this, if it like your Mastership,^ 
said Sagetop ; " to tell us where we may lay 
hold on that same Richard Turpin. He has 
been traced to Bucklersbury, and you, Mr* 
Horoscope, say that you have seen him since : 
now, if you could tell where we might meet 
with and secure him ; why, if the gold plate 
which he has taken were recovered, and the 
knave hanged, your pains should be thankfully 
remembered.'' 

" Listen to what the stars say,'' answered 
Parable, opening an old Almanack, " ^the As-. 
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sell denote death by fire, fevers, hanging, be- 
heading, disgrace, and utter ruin. Look for 
Thefts and Robberies now about.— New Moon 
16th day, at 11 at night.— Something ails the 
Pope at this time,— I wish the Cardinals may 
sit easy, — 

When Libra doth in Heaven appear^ 
And Scorpio's stars do brightly shine ; 

Then draweth to an end the year^ 
And daylight greatly doth decline. 

Head, face, neck, throat, arms, shoulders, 
breast and stomach; Pleiades, Hyades, Cas- 
tor, Pollux, and Praespe.' You see how it is, 
my brethren.*' 

" Aye, neighbours," said Mr. Sagetop, shak- 
ing his head at the rest, " Mr. Astrologer is 
very much in the right ; he tells us, you hear, 
that Dick Turpin robs at the new moon in the 
short days, and that he attacks the head and 
face and all the other parts of the body, that he 
mentioned, with his crew of rogues with the 
hard names, though V\e heard them called dif- 
ferently ; but to be sure Mr. Putolemy must 
know best. And now. Doctor Horoscope, may 
we ask how we're to secure him ?" 

** Why," began Parable once more, " * if 



84 TALES OF AK AlVTiaOABY. 

Mars be angular with Anteres, it is death by 
drowniflg or «8sas8iiiati0ii« Fair and pleasant 
weather now about, but expect deep snow and 
dark nights^^-^so I would have 'ee go to the 
ddrts of the Forest, and watch for a man in 
a brown riding coat : — ^ Poland must look to 
herself;' — ^knock him down; — *a blusterous 
time will come dfter this ; a sly piece of vil- 
lainy is discovered :' — ^you see how it is, my 
brethren." 

'^ Many thanks, many thanks, most worship- 
ful Mr. Astrologer ; — a man in a brown coat,-— 
neighbours we must be well watched and light- 
ed,— give ye good night, Mr. Putolemy, — Oh ! 
what a fine thing it is to read the stars, the Box 
Spellarum as the Almanack says; — skirts of 
the Forest, — neighbours weVe sure of him ; I 
feel the reward in my pocket, and if I gain it,— ^ 
ni give— I'll give the Club a new China punch- 
bowl. — We'll all to the hunt to-morrow." 

The Astrologer's manuscripts do not state in 
what manner he reprehended Parable for hav- 
ing thus assumed his character, and having 
sulUed with the most consummate ignorance the 
fame of his piercing judgment : perhaps, ^ how* 
ever, he was on the whole not very dissatisfied, 
since it gave him an opportunity of speaking 
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more effectively in the first instance; and of 
avoiding the too-particular questions which 
would have been put to him in the second. 

Early the next morning, the Club of Buck* 
lersbury^ well supported, set forward through 
Waltiiamstow to the skirts of Epping Forest ; 
and when they had nearly arrived there, a per- 
son well mounted and wearing the dress of a 
military officer, overtook them, and touching 
his hat as he passed said, ^^ Good morrow, gen- 
tlemen ; pray, have ye heard if Turpin be upon 
the road?" 

««We expect he is, Sir,*" said Sagetop, 
<< dressed in a brown horseman's coat ; and to 
tell you the truth, we're on the look-out for 
him. Perhaps you will join us ?" 

'^Oh! yes, readily; I^m well acquainted 
with the Forest, and know something of Tur- 
pin, so that I dare say, together, we shall 
find him.^ 

" No doubt, no doubt,'' replied Sagetop ; 
who, as the Rustic in the " Winter's Tate,''* 
said concerning Autolycm^ ^^ We Ye even bless- 
ed in this man,** so he thought and said to 
his companions. 

There is even yet something excessively ro- 
mantic and interesting in the skirts of Epping 
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Forest, near Walthamstow. A number of 
small paths intersecting large tracts of brush- 
wood, and tall thick bushes, are the entrances ; 
and they all lead into each other, so as to make 
these minor features of the Wood resemble a 
scene upon the Stage, constructed of various 
pieces. For a considerable distance towards 
the interior, this is the character of the place, 
for it is not until gaining some open space, or 
ascending some little hillock, that the pride of 
the Forest itself is seen afar off, girding the 
horizon in a broad belt of the darkest verdure. 
On through these intricate paths then, the 
Stranger led his companions; till at last he 
whispered to Sagetop — -* Come with me alone, 
and 111 shew you Turpin, and then you may 
claim and keep the reward aQ to yourself' 
Sagetop made no reply, but after desiring his 
neighbours to wait, and watch well about that 
spot, he put spurs to his horse, and set forward 
with the Officer. 

When they had ridden a short distance, and 
the features of the wood began to grow 
wilder, the horseman drew from his holster an 
elegant silver-mounted pistol, and cocking it, 
said, " This is about Turpin's haunt, we shall 
meet him presently; and so now, my Master, 
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in his name and by the authority of his prime- 
minister here, I'll trouble you for that gold 
repeating .watch of your^s ; and I ^d recom- 
mend you not to say that you gave it to 
Richard Turpin !" 

•^What!" cried the astonished Sagetop, 
" are you he ?*' 

•* Here^ I usually am,'' answered the Rob- 
ber; "in Bucklersbury I'm Master Richard 
Roadnight, and on the road I 'm Captain 
Nightrider ; any thing to turn the penny, Mas- 
ter Sagetop : but come now, I expect to be 
paid for having shewn myself, so feel for your 
purse;— stop, don't cry out till I fire. — Ah! 
well, now you Ve reasonable ; your silver 
bupkles, and that handsome cock'd hat, cra- 
vat, and wig; perhaps I may bring them to 
Bucklersbury again some time." 

When Sagetop had carefully resigned all he 
had asked, Turpin said, " Well, now I shall 
leave the rest of your plucking to my followers ;'' 
and, whistling in a low tone, a number of rude 
and ill-dressed rustics and others, came flock- 
ing from all parts to the spot. They hailed 
their leader with considerable joy, which was 
redoubled when he pointed to Sagetop, and 
told them to make the most of him. In a v^ry 
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few seconds he was stripped of every thing 
which he possessed; and presented a most 
lamentable, though, at the same time, a very 
laughable, spectacle. 

When each had appropriated to himself some 
part of his raiment, and had abundantly enjoyed 
their mirth at his appearance, Turpin said, 
** Well now, Master Sagetop, tliat you mayn't 
complain of your first yidt to Dick Turpin, 
1*11 send you back in good case, however.— 
Here, Giles, fetch my brown riding.coat and 
belt, and my old boots, and slouch-bat. And 
do you, Harry, bring put the blind horse and 
harness we took last week, — you shall play 
Turpin for once, honest friend ;— and I '11 
assure you that the brown coat is well respect- 
ed through the Forest. Oh ! here 's your 
wardrobe; — I'm not always so complaisant as 
to dress my visdtors, though I often undress 
them ; — there, now buckle it tightly round all, 
arms and body both; — now your boots, so ! — ^By 
the Hookey ! he looks bravely, considering he 's 
without a shirt. — Well, now for your hat ;-— 
stop ! I won't let you be wiser than your horse, 
so let me tie tfiis handkerchief over your eyes ; 
—that's it, there's your hat; — now mount him 
boys, and give the horse a set-ofl^ ! — ha, ha, ha ! 
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there he goes ! — and so good bye, Master Sage- 
top ; 1 11 be bound you 11 remember Turpin- 
catching P 

The half-blind horse, started off by the blows 
and shouts of the rabble, proceeded at a most 
uneasy canter over the hillocks and broken un- 
derwood of the Forest ; whilst his rider, utterly 
unable to guide him, remained in as perfect 
ignorance of the road which he was travelling 
as if he had been journeying over the seas 
headed up in a Rum-puncheon. He was also 
equally unable to gain a spark of light, for his 
hands were tightly bound in with the belt which 
passed round his body; and the handkerchief 
was thickly folded over his face, and equally 
well secured. 

It was therefore in silent misery that he 
passed along, till at length he heard the sound 
of several loud voices, rapidly approaching 
him. " Overthrow the Philistines r* cried one. 
" There's the brown riding-coat, neighbours !" 
said another ; *^ and Mr. Astrologer told us to 
seize him.^ ^^ Ah you impudent thief to come 
to Bucklersbury in your blue and gold.*' The 
unhappy Sagetop, thus wearing the dress of 
Turpin, was speedily and roughly knocked off 
his horse; but what was the surprise of all when 
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they saw that his face was covered^ and his 
hands bound behind him. Disappointment was 
added to their consternation, when the removal 
of the handkerchief discovered Sagetop! A 
thousand questions at once were poured in upon 
him, which, until some refreshments had re- 
lieved his fright, he was unable to answer. At 
length he told his friends of all that he had seen 
and undergone, adding that the best advice he 
could give them, was to turn their horses' heads 
towards London, and to make the best of their 
way back, for that there was no probability of 
catching Turpin against his will. 

" But,'' continued Sagetop, " how came you 
here Master Israel? I thought you were a 
fjiend of this knave Roadnight." 

^^ I wash oblishe to sheem so, Mashter Sage- 
top," returned Crucible, " for he did shwear in 
mine ear, dat he would shoot me if I did not ; 
— and then I did hope to contrive dat he should 
be taken up ; — but when you did burst into de 
room, he did jump out of de window, and 
dragged me with him. I am, upon my life, all 
over bruishes so great, and so black,— and den 
he take me away wid him to de Forest here, and 
he hash rob me of every guilder dat I have got, 
sho help me Fader Abrahamsh !" 
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The whole party then returned disappointed, 
wearied, and crest-fallen, to London. When 
Sagetop recovered of his journey, he would wil- 
lingly have entered an action against Ptolemy 
Horoscope, for misleading him by false pre- 
dictions ; had not his friends represented, that 
m£my powerful personages would infallibly sup- 
port the Astrologer, and render his endeavours 
futile ; and also, that not having made any de- 
posit, there were not sufficient grounds for an 
action at law. Considerable suspicion was, how- 
ever, excited by Crucible, since the fumes of 
his furnace were now denser and even more 
frequent, than they had ever been before; 
whilst some reported that there was seen in his 
house, a certain stout gold tankard, curiously 
modelled into the form of a Temple, which he 
constantly declared that he " resheived out of 
de land of Judah,^ and that ^^ in timesh of old, 
it did belong to King Sholomansh.*^' 
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THE HEART OF A LAWYER : 



A LEGEND OF FURNIVAL'S INN. 



CHAPTER THE FIRST. 

Oh! weep for the hour^ 

MThen to Eveleen's bower. 
The Lord of the Valley with false vows came ; 

The moon hid her light; 

From the Heavens that night. 
And wept behind the clouds o'er the Maiden's shame. 

MooR^'s Irish Mklodies. 



I KNOW not any of the inventions of man 
which have undergone a more important change 
and improvement, than those general vehicles 
of conveyance, Stage-Coaches. In my own 
young days, they were not formed of that glos- 
sy varnished material which now reflects the 
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ever-changing scenes as they whirl lightly and 
rapidly along, but were constructed principally 
of a dull black leather, thickly studded, by way 
of ornament, with black broad-headed nails trac- 
ing out the panels ; in the upper tier of which 
were four oval windows, with heavy red wooden 
frames, and green stuff, or leathern curtains. 
Upon the doors, also, there appeared but little 
of that gay blazonry which shines upon the nu- 
merous quadriga of the present time ; but there 
were displayed in large characters the names of 
the places whence the coach started, and whither 
it went, stated in quaint and antique language. 
The vehicles themselves varied in shape. Some- 
times they were like a distiller^s vat, somewhat 
flattened, and hung equally balanced between 
the immense front and back-springs ; in other 
instances they resembled a violoncello-case, which 
was past all comparison the most fashionable 
form ; and then they hung in a more genteel 
posture, namely, inclining on to the back springs, 
and giving to those who sat within, the appear- 
ance of a stiff Guy-Faux, uneasily seated. The 
roofs of the coaches, in most cases, rose into a 
swelling curve, which was sometimes surrounded 
by a high iron guard ; but which, in the Royal 
Mails, were formed into large domes, surmount- 
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ed in the centre by an immense "carved and gilt 
imperial crown. The Coachman and the Guard, 
who always held his carabine ready bent, or, as 
we now say, cocked, upon his knee, then sat 
together ; not as at present, upon a close, com- 
pact, varnished seat, but over a very long and 
narrow boot, which passed under a large spread- 
ing hammer-cloth, hanging down on all sides, 
and finished with a flowing and most luxuriant 
fringe. Behind the coach was the immense 
basket, stretching far and wide beyond the body, 
to which it was attached by long iron bars or 
supports passing beneath it ; though even these 
seemed scarcely equal to the enormous weight 
with which they were frequently loaded, They 
were, however, never very great favourites, al- 
though their difference of price caused them 
frequently to be well filled ; for, as an ancient 
Teague observed, ** they get in so long after 
the Coach, that they ought to set out a day 
sooner^ to be' there at the same time. Arrah !'' 
continued he, " can't they give it the two hind 
wheels, and let it go first P"^ The wheels of these 
old carriages were large, massive, ill-formed, 
and usually of a red coldur; and the three 
horses that were affixed to the whole machine, — 
the foremost of which was 'helped onward by 
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carrying a huge long-legged elf of a postillion, 
dressed in a cocked-hat, with a large green and 
gold riding-coat, — were all so far parted from 
it by the great length of their traces, that it was 
with no little difficulty, that the poor animate 
dragged their unwieldy burthen along the road. 
It groaned, and creaked, and lumbered, at every 
fresh tug which they gave it, as a ship rockjng, 
or beating-up, through an heavy sea, strains all 
her timbers with a low moaning sound, as she 
drives over the contending waves. 

With the exception of the basket, which is 
an invention of comparatively modern science 
and skill, such were the Stage-coaches of a for- 
mer day ; conveyances at once solid, safe, slow, 
wearisome, and devoid of every sort of comfort : 
vehicles which seemed admirably adapted for 
robbery, as well from their utter incapacity 
of speed, as from their heavy construction, and 
the scattered and defenceless train which they 
formed. It is not to be wondered at, then, 
when all these things are considered, that our 
ancestors were so cautious in making long jour- 
neys in such very ponderous and dilatory car- 
riages. It seems like a jest now, but scarcelv 
an hundred years have passed away, since he 
was considered as rash and presumptuous who 
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ventured many miles from his home, without 
making his will, charging his executors, call- 
ing together his debtors and creditors^ arrang- 
ing all his aiFairs, and taking leave of his fami- 
ly, as if there were little or no probability of 
his ever returning to it. 

It was on a dull Monday evening, being the 
18tb of August, 1740, that a coach, or rather 
a tub set upon wheels, called the *^ Ashborne 
Dispatch,^ came rumbling into London down 
GrayVinn-lane ; which, at that time, had not 
a house farther than Elmn- street, as it was then 
called, beyond which it continued the road to 
Highgate, in a wild lane bounded by rude ill- 
shaped banks, enclosing marshy fields and pieces 
of water. But we shall commence at an earlier 
period of the journey, in order that the characters 
and histories of the travellers may unfold them- 
selves; which shall be done rather by their con- 
versation, than by a plain recital of their various 
destinations, whether connected or separate. 

*^ The Ashborne Dispatch,*" said the bill of 
invitation, " is a new Posting Coach, excellently 
well provided with relays throughout the whole 
of the journey; and being drawn by three 
horses, one of which is ridden by a Post-boy, 
is much more speedy and safe than the Derby 'J 
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Mercury, which hath but two, and no Posti- 
lion ! 'Tis also an entire new Cpach, with all 
the last iniprovements ; and it starteth from the 
Talbot Inn^ nigh unto the Spittle-hill, in the 
Town of Ashborue, at 4 of the clock in the 
morning of the Monday in every fourth week; 
and, God being willing, it getteth in to the 
fiear and Rugged Sta£P Inn, at the North- West 
corner of West-Smithfield, before bed-time on 
the following Monday night, which is three 
days sooner than Slowpace's Derby Mercury, 
and, notwithstanding if s speed, it is perfectly 
secure ! The Ashborue Dispatch is set forth 
and run by Giles Hooftrotter, who hath been 
at great charges to have the same carefully 
driven, and watched by an armed guard. The 
Coach carrieth but four passengers ; and Tickets 
for places may be had by giving timely notice/' 
Of the four persons, who on that day week 
had seated themselves in this crawling vehicle, 
three only remained; for the other, a stout 
Quaker, had parted company at Barnet, and in 
taking leave of his fellow-travellers, he said to 
them, " Verily, I am sore aggrieved by having 
tarried for so long in this leathern Ark ; it hath 
moved, methought, like a cat in a slough, and 
my outer man is even glad to be rid of it; 

VOL. III. F 
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for it hath marvellously fretted and worn my 
surtout by it's lumbering roll over the road- 
ruts. Fare ye well, Friends ! I cannot but pity 
your farther journey; howbeit, you willJbe set 
down at your Inn to-night, but as ye peradven- 
ture be strangers in that Limbo of Vanity, 
London, I caution you to be aware of the 
mountebanks and juggleries, which are even 
now preparing in the place that is called West- 
Sraithfield, wherein your Tavern standeth ; for 
I bethink me, that on the sixth day of this pre- 
sent week, there will be held a congregation of 
iniquity, which is called by the men of Belial, 
Bartholomew Fair. Wherefore, brethren, I 
pray you to look to yourselves. I have said. 
Fare you well !" 

The persons who were left to be conveyed to 
town in the Ashborne Dispatch, were of the fol- 
lowing description. The one, who occupied the 
right hand front seat, was a short and somewhat 
stout man, dressed in an handsome full-trimmed 
suit of black; wearing a smart, and well-powder- 
ed, queu-wig, surmounted by a small three-cor- 
nered hat, which he managed with considerable 
courtliness of air. His cravat and ruffles, though 
plain, were of excellent quality ; his face evinc- 
ed natural good breeding, which had been im- 
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proved by good society, together with shrewd- 
ness and benevolence, blended with somewhat 
of whim and humour. There was, evidently, 
much of the bearing of an ancient gentleman 
about him ; such ^s the present generation are 
acquainted with only in old Conversation-pic- 
tures, or the prints of Lombart, Faithome, and 
Burghers. The second person who remained 
in the coach, was a much younger, and evi- 
dently not so well-bred a man; but he was 
dressed in an habit far gayer, and his manner 
had more of the levity and swagger of a young 
gallant, not, however, wholly depraved, or lost 
to honest feeling. His coat, of scarlet and gold 
lace, was cut in the most extravagant manner 
of the strange custom of the year 1740 : which 
was in the form of a long narrow frock, that 
buttoned closely down the front, to the very 
bottom, and hung some inches below the knees, 
while the pocket-holes formed horizontal lines a 
little way above. The sleeves were then made 
short, to exhibit the fine quality of the Holland 
shirt ; for which purpose also the waistcoat was 
sometimes left unbuttoned, and the linen taste- 
fully brought forward through the aperture. 
A wig of white wool, slightly spreading over the 
shoulders, arid covered by a large broad-briqi« 
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med bat of brown beaver, was placed upon the 
head of our second traveller; a small rapier 
stuck out between the skirts of his coat behind; 
and on his feet, were the high red-heeled shoes 
of full-dress, the quarters of which reached the 
ancle-bone, while their fronts stretched up the 
top of the foot, adorned with a large crimson 
rosette. Slung over the immense cufF of his 
coat, which reached nearly to his elbow, the 
young gallant carried a clouded amber cane; 
and he occasionally drew out and flourished a 
fringed cambric handkerchief. His manners 
coincided with his dress, for they were light and 
varying ; sometimes he would be reciting in the 
mouthing manner of his period, at other times 
singing, and interspersing his idle converse with 
ludicrpus tales, quaint remarks, or other strange 
fancies, but keeping throughout all the most 
perfect hilarity and good humour. 

The third person who was left in the Ash- 
borne Dispatch, was a young country female ; 
one, whose handsome face and simplicity of man* 
ner would certainly have exposed her to consider- 
able danger, both on the road and in the town 
to which she was travelling, had not her fair fea- 
tures borne somewhat of a prudent gravity not 
common to youth ; her demeanour, with all it's 
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artlessness, shewed a modest reserve, which 
proved that London confidence would moet with 
no encouragement from her. Add^d to all this, 
there was sorrow and thought upon her face ; 
and she had spoken but little during the whole 
journey, excepting to return her thanks for the 
benevolent attentions paid to her by the elder 
gentleman in the black suit; or those which 
were more awkwardly shewn her by the stout 
Quaker. For her dress, it was of a coarse light 
brown stufi; with a long pointed stomacher, 
guarded and laced with blue : her linen was of 
a beautiful whiteness^ and a large and flat straw 
hat covered her head ; but as a fulUength por- 
trait of a modest and interesting young woman, 
in nearly a similar costume, may be seen in the 
second volume of Richardson's Pamela, I refer 
the reader to that as being the close resem* 
blance of Marian Wildrose ; and remark only, 
that the circumstance of such a person travelling 
in 1740, in a Stage, and not in a Waggon, was 
calculated to procure for her a respect which 
would not have been commanded by her dress. 
When the Quaker quitted the coach at Bar- 
net, the young gallant nodded significantly after 
him, and said, " Fare thee well, old Conven- 
ticle ! we 11 be a match for the Bartholomew- 
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Fair Jugglers, never fear. Fare thee weU^ 
Goodman Dull! ' he speaks a little off the 
matter, your worship;'^ continued he, quoting 
from Shakspeare^s ^^ Much ado about nothing^ 
— " * an old man, sir, and his wits are not so * 
blunt, as, God help, I would desire they were : 
but, in faith, honest as the skin between his 
brows.'" 

" Perhaps,*' said the elder passenger, drilyj 
'^ one might not so confidently make that boast 
of his censor.*" 

" Aha ! is your honour there ?" returned the 
fop, " 111 quit you with an answer in my own 
quality stiJJ, foj which, good Will Shakspeare, 
I thank thy memory ! ' Yes, I thank God, 
I'm as honest as any man living, that is no 
honester than I; comparisons are odorous, 
neighbour Verges.'" 

" Then, sir," returned the senior,** if we may 
judge of your quality by your authors ; I pre- 
sume that said Fs^ir, which Master Nathan 
lately condemned, is your place of destination 
and exhibition." 

** Even so, sir, * PU ne'er bear a base mind,' 
as Feeble says ; and after all, we players are 
the lads that enjoy life. Sir, on sixth day in 
the present week, as old Wisewig called it, I 
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^all be a Eing^ a SultauQ, a Hero i I shall 
strut in red drugget and brass, and be gazed at 
and admired by thousands : then on Monday, 
sir, I'm to play a gay Lord; by the way this is 
my dress for it, how will it do? It''s indifferently 
fine, this scarlet and gold will dazzle, and I 
«hall put on life and spirit with a quart of two- 
penny before acting, for I*m to sing, — and *fore 
gad, sir, for the voice, there ^s nothing like 
it:— * 

''Good Wine is the only elucir of youth^ 
The inspirer of Wit, and the fountain of Truth; 
ft paints the pale cheek with a fair blooming rose^ 
And the dim eye it lights till it uparkles and glows ; 
'Tis Music itself, and if you would surpass 
In Beauty and Fashion-^look oft in the glass/" 

" And pray sir," said the elder traveller, 
*^ who is to have the happiness of possessing 
your talents in the approaching fair ?*' 

" Why, sir,^' answered the Player, taking out a 
long bill and reading from it, " * Messieurs Glare 
and Glossall, at the Prince's Booth, right over 
against the Bear and Rugged Staff, and nigh 
unto the Lame Hospital. The performances 
will be Tamburlainei the Great Eastern Mo- 
uarch and Conqueror; an Enterlude entitled, 
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The Merry Humours of Rag-Fair ; the whole 
to conclude with the exquisite motion of Judith 
and Holofernesy together with the wonderful 
Dancing Puppies and the Muscat Glasses ; and 
a most admirable new composition to be played 
with a Key upon a Gridiron, by a young Gen- 
tleman, who hath never been in public before.^ " 

** More 's the pity,'' returned the old gentle- 
man, "that he plays the fool there now; — ^if, 
indeed, it an't a lie altogether, and the young 
villain be past hardening. And I suppose. 
Master what did you say your name was ?" 

" Visor, Sir I Martin Ben Jonson Massinger 
Visor, well knoii^n in the Fair, Sir. — My face 
is my passport into any booth in the place, 
whether Fawkes's, the Emperor of the Jug- 
glers ; or, Tinseltrick's grand view of Solomon's 
Temple, done from the life ; or, Jonas Jink's 
Exhibition of the Scarlet Ram that cuts out 
Watch-papers ; or " 

** Heaven defend me !*' sighed his compa- 
nion, " from this string of wretched monstrosi- 
ties : but, Mr. Visor, as you will be raving in 
Tamburlaine, and dancing with the wonderful 
puppies, how are you to run about and see 
those other iniquities ?" 

" Ah ! sir, you're like all the rest, you think 



THE HEART OF A LAWTER. 105 

our salaries are gained merrily, and without 
labour. No, sir, no; but as Shakspeare's Kent 
observes, ' there 's that in your face- which I 
would willingly call Master,' I will as we say, 
take you behind the scenes. First then, sir, a 
valuable actor must sleep in the pit, and wake 
early to sweep the Theatre, and throw fresh 
sawdust into the boxes ; he must shake out the 
dresses, and wind up and dust the motion- 
jacks ; he must teach the dull ones how to 
act; rout up the idlers from the straw; and 
redeem those that happen to get into the 
watch-house. Then, sir, when the Fair be- 
gins, he should sometimes walk about the 
stage grandly, and shew his dress ; sometimes 
he should dance with his fellows; sometimes 
he should sing; sometimes he should blow 
the trumpet; sometimes he should laugh and 
joke with the crowd, and give them a kind 
of a touch-and-go speech, which keeps them 
merry and makes them come in. Then, sir, 
he should sometimes cover his state robe with 
a great-coat, and go into the crowd, and shout 
opposite his own booth, like a countryman 
struck with it's magnificence : by the way, sir, 
that's a good trick, I never knew it fail to 
make an audience; and then he has only to 
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steal away, mount his stage, and strut, and 
dance, and sing, and trumpet, and roar over 
again.^ 

** Well !'* said the elder traveller, lifting up 
his hands and eyes, *' Surely of all fools your 
strolling player iif the greatest ; since, with one 
fiftieth part of that misplaced industry, which 
you, doubtless, have feelingly described, he 
might be considered as an honest man ; and 
not run the chance of sleeping in the Town 
stocks every night, with the Beadle for his 
chamberlain. But pray, Mr. Martin Ben Jon- 
son Massinger Visor, — ^you are truly a treasure 
to your employers, both in name and in know- 
ledge, — but pray, sir, do all the actors of that 
sink of iniquity, perform so many duties?"" 

"All that have the ability, sir, and are ac- 
tors of any conscience ; they feel the interest of 
their Managers at heart, sir, and the Managers, 
in return, will have them, sir, even at exorbi- 
tant prices. Sir, I have known twelve shillings 
for the three days of a fair given extra, sir, — ^ 
d ye see me, sir ? — extra ! for a most excellent 
fellow who could collect an audience, if there 
was one within hearing. Ah, poor Jack Rant ! 
He was no great actor, sir, though he wai$ loud. 
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—very loud, — ^he had a voice like a trumpet, 
and he broke the drums of three people^s ears 
at his last benefit. Sir, the Managers would 
have him; he was the great support of Lee 
and Harper, sir ; and if the public hissed him 
at one Fair, he came out at the next under 
another name. The Sieur Von Schoutt, Mr. 
Bellwether, or a gentleman of private fortune, 
he tried them all ; however, he was found oiit 
at last, and nobody listened to him, which cer^ 
tainly wasn^t his fault^' 

" Surely my destiny is a happy one,^ return^ 
ed the old gentleman, '^ to have met with a 
person who has so well displayed Bartholomew 
Fair to me, without my being in that place of 
corruption; for the. inn, at which I shall alight, 
is quite out of the sound of it*s follies, toud a^ 
they are.*" 

'* What, sir," said Visor, " do you not put 
up at the Bear and Rugged Staff? You'll! 
find it a quiet house, sir, there 's only Nokes^S; 
wooden Mystery of Noah''s Ark, with the anir 
mals performed by the French Cats, and the 
Herr von Bluewhisker^s Collection of Sagacious 
Monkeys, living at that Inn ; and all the per- 
formances are over between nine and ten ; so 
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there's only a little trumpeting and shouting, 
and roaring, and such like, all night ; but it h 
nothing to speak of.** 

** Perhaps not, sir, to gentlemen of the board 
and blanket ; but in my poor mind, Mr. Visor, 
^ a lodging at my own Chambers, in Furnivars 
Inn, is far more likely to be free from those 
said trumpetings, and roarings, and shoutings, 
which my ears are neither accustomed to, nor 
proof against.'^ 

The young female, who until then had re- 
mained silently remarking the brazen volubi- 
lity of the Player, and the quiet irony of the 
elder traveller, now said in a timid voice, " Did 
you say Furnival's Inn, sir ?^' 

"Yes, my pretty Ashbome violet,'' returned 
he, " I did ; and would recommend you, that 
is, if you have no friends in London, to harbour 
at the Old Bell and Crown next door to it, and 
not to trust Mr. Visor*s character of the Bear 
and Staff. I would never consent to turn a 
qu\et little lamb into the same field with a 
herd of frolicking jackasses." 

" You have been very kind already, sir,"^ 
answered Marian, " and your advice now is not 
less so, but I asked only to know if you could 
tell me of one Mr. Justinian Cleartext, a learn- 
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ed Counsellor of the Law, who dweUeth there : 
for I have a letter for him from our Curate, 
Mr. Sawgospel, that it much concerns me to 
have safely delivered into his own hands. '^ 

** Why this is f^tunate for you, my little 
maiden, for it so chanceth that I am Mr. Justi- 
nian Cleartext, Counsellor of Fumival^s Inn; 
and what can old Sawgospel have found to say to 
me now? for it^s so long since we met, and 
we Ve been so differently employed, that we Ve 
hardly a subject in common. And yet I have 
him in my mind's eye—" 

" That 's Shakspeare, sir," interrupted Visor, 
" Shakspeare's * Hamlcty sir. Act I, Scene 2. 
Cue from Horatio, * My Lord.' When I play 
the Prince of Denmark, I always tip the wink 
to Horatio at that part, as who should say, 
^ none of your gammon, I 'm not to be had.' 
Credit me, sir, it has a fine effect, it always 
sets the audience in a roar." 

*' I canH in the least doubt it,^ replied Clear- 
text, " and verily you have your reward, for 
your roar, honest friend, — Heaven forgive me, 
if I belie you ;— *your roar will not always pass 
current for applause. But as I was sajdng, I 
remember old Sawgospel at the University; he 
was a fair mark for every body to shoot at, on 
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|u;count of his pedantry and puritanical man- 
ners ; and yet under all that rust there was the 
bright metal, and to be found too, by them that 
would take the trouble to scour him for it, 
Put come pow, my girl, let us see what my old 
Oxford chum has to say." 

*' But, sir,'' said Marian, hesitatingly, " al- 
though I Ve experienced from you, as St. Paul 
did from the barbarous people of Melita, ^ no 
little kindness,^ yet I Ve heard of the deceits of 
London, and there's that in this letter which I 
should little like to show to any, but the right 
person ; and if you be he, I 'm sure you ^U 
excuse my doubts, sir.'' 

** Why aye, certainly," said the Counsellor, 
^^ but I 've two ways of removing your doubts, 
my Derbyshire Phyrrus ; one is," he continued, 
taking out his pocket-book, and shewing her 
several letters, and his Coach-Ticket, " to prove 
my own identity by these epistles; and the 
otheir is, by taking you to refresh yourself with 
iny old Housekeeper at Fumival's Inn." 

" That 's a scene I should like to play in," 
jsaid Visor, *^ I 'm particularly fond of a chat 
with an old woman.'^ 

" Well then, sir,'* answered Marian, taking 
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the letter from her bosom, ^^ as I cannot sup- 
pose such a gentleman could have 'any motive 
to deceive a poor girl like me, there is our good 
Parson's letter.'' 

** You shall not find yourself deceived, my 
lass,'' returned Cleartext, taking out his large, 
round-eyed, and carved silver spectacles, wiping 
them, untwisting the red flox silk which was 
round the letter, reading the direction, and 
breaking the seal ; ^' you shall not find yourself 
deceived: why, aye, this is my old friend's hand, 
and it appears to me in my old age like the 
ghost of my youth. There's his fine stout 
downstroke, not shaking with age so much as 
the man, I dare warranty with all his letters of 
the same precise secretary-cut as when he wrote 
his tripos-capers, and heroic verses :— Ah ! well- 
a-day ! How dim my spectacles grow :— * To 
Justinian Cleartext, Esquire, Counsellor of the 
Civil Law, to be delivered to him at his dwel- 
ling in Fumivall's Inne, Holbourne: These, by 
the hands of Mistress Marian Wildrose, from 
Ashbourne in Comitatu Derby.' " The Coun^ 
sellor did not, of course, read the contents of 
the letter aloud, but they ran in the following 
terms : which are printed as they were written. 
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" Steepk'House Parsonage, nigh vnto Ashhoume, 
3 N<m. Aug ;^-4d est Aitgtist the Sde, A. D. 1740. 

" Amice Dilectissime, — Or rather, I would 
say, most deare Friende : It hath chanced ac- 
cording to the mutations of this worlde, where- 
of Virgil, Ovidius, Boethius, Erasmus, and m 
host of others, doe most feelingly speake^ that 
we have been vtterlie separated since our first 
younge abode together within the walls of Exe- 
ter College, Oxford ; you to advocate and sup- 
port the Lawes of Humanitie in the chiefe Ci- 
ties of our Land, and I to expound and enforce 
the Lawes of that at present invisible Citie, 
whose very foundations are sparkling with a 
flood of glory. Seeing then, that we be both 
travellers on the same road, both labourers on 
the same work, both professors of the same vo- 
cation, (albeit I doe allowe, that our particular 
branches doe for some season differ,) it may 
happen vnto each of vs, to be able to commend 
vnto the other a client suited onlie vnto his 
calling ; and I doe knowe that if your hearte 
be not in aught changed, you wiU accept as the 
courtesie of an olde friende the Cliente whicbe 
I send you. Vse, I praye you, your vttermost 
skille ; stoppe not att coste ; I dare assure you 
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of your whole bill, how large soever it may be, 
being paide you with princelie remuneration, 
and thankes vnto the boote : He who hath writ- 
ten himselfe youre Cliente's friende, had never 
yett a true demaunde made vpon him, that he 
did not answer beyonde all expectation : soe 
much for my hortatory preface vnto you ; loe, 
now Cometh your brievium. 

" There was formerly a short distance from 
this Towne of Ashbourne, a cottage to which a 
certain man named Wildrose had retired with 
his two infant daughters, on the failure of his 
worldly ^possessions, that by so doing he might 
resign vnto his creditors even the vttermost mite 
6f their debts; thus beinge contented with his 
hcmest povertie, albeit he had been bred vnto 
luxurie and sumptuous fare. But, natheless, 
though he had fallen into distress, yett did he 
still keepe his course of life secluded from the 
vulgar ; and he did aim to bring vp his daugh- 
ters with that degree of honest pride and good 
literature which nfade all around respect them ; 
and I, beinge his Minister, and likeing in mine 
owne minde the practices of the man, did fre- 
quentlicVisite and converse with him and his 
familie, adding vnto his instructions so manie 
both in temporall and spirituall matters, that I 
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b^gan to look vpon his children almoste like 
vnto mine owne. Well, it happened vpon a time, 
that he died, which is now perhaps upwards of 
twelve months since, but under my watchful- 
ness, his daughters did for a season continue to 
inhabit the same cottage ; yet was I not soe 
carefuU but that a wolf hath entered the fold, 
and hath wounded to the quick one of the love- 
liest, yet the weakest, of my lambes. Without 
parable, a man,— of whom we knowe nothing 
but that he is called Lorde Henrie, and of 
whom we possess noe evidence but a diamond 
ring, the which I have sent you up ; — did insinu« 
atehimselfe into the young, tender, and thought- 
less heart of Flora Wildrose, the junior of the 
two sisters. He secretly gained her affections 
and her favours, and then he left her to lament 
in silence over her misplaced hope and fatall sus- 
ceptibility. Since the time of his departure she 
hath sickened without avowing any disease, and 
hath faded in health and spirits without any 
apparent cause of blight. But that which her 
guarded wakeful tongue would not confess, the 
wanderings of her unconfined slumbers have 
fully disclosed: for, from the broken sentences 
uttered in her restless nights, that secret which 
lay next her heart and wasted her youthhood, 
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hath been made known. Thus have I told vnto 
thee her sadd stone ; and, if it had been con^ 
sistent with my dutie to have left my flock, I 
had myselfe come to London to have engaged 
thy services to discover my Client's seducer, 
and to bring him unto restitution ; but as that 
may not be, I have sent forth her elder sister, 
whose prudence is greatly beyond her years, to 
deliver this vnto thee, and to act as thou shalt 
see meet. 

Vale, Thine to serve, 

Zabulon Sawgospjel." 

*' Truly,'' said the Counsellor, as he finished 
reading the letter, *^ my old friend has fitted 
me with no trifling employment. Marry, he 
must take me for either a Wizard or an Astro- 
loger, to find out such a mystery ; but your 
country folks imagine that all Londoners know 
each other's names and histories by instinct. 
However, lAy good lass, you shall reside a few 
days with my old Housekeeper, till I can turn 
myself round in this matter.'' 

" If you 're in perplexity, sir, take my ad- 
vice," said Visor, " and I '11 direct you to a 
man who shall get at the bottom of all that 's 
past, present, and to come," 
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"Aye, indeed!" returned Cleartext, "and 
pray Mr. Martin — I forget the rest of your 
names, — Mr. Visor, who is this most valuable 
Chamber-Counsel ?•* 

" Why, sir, you must often have heard of 
him, and haply have consulted him ; — Ptolemy 
Horoscope, the Astrologer of Little-Britain, 
sir, d 'ye see me, I 've heard that he 's as much 
practice as any twenty Chamber-Counsel in 
London : they say he never goes to bed, and 
that his waiting-room's never empty.*" 

" A formidable rival, by my conscience, but 
still I doubt if he could give even a shrewd 
guess at our mystery ; and it would be rather 
beneath the dignity of a Counsellor to consult 
him." 

" Not at all, not at all, sir, I mention no 

names, but there 's Lord , and Sir Robert 

* * *, and Lady * * *, and Mr. Secretary 
— , and many a goodlier title besides, if 
Fame speak true, that have gone to the sign 
of the Globe and Comet, oftener than to St 
James's Church. But now, good sir, you Ve in 
perplexity, * lend me your ears,* and I '11 ar- 
range this scene for you, so that you shall have 
the Astrologer's advice, and yet never step out 
of the Green-Room. Draw out your case, and 
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then I ^11 take the dress I use for the Grave'dig^ 
ger in ^ Hamlet,'' which is safe in my mail, and 
go to him as a rustic ; ^ Coome oop to ax ould 
t'astrology, what t^stars do zaay aboot thafn 
paaper/ ^ Said I well, Master Brook, am I 
subtle ? Am I a Machiavel ?^ ^ 

^^ Not quite, I fear. But what if he should 
be one, and discover the artful stroller aud mum- 
mer under the aifected countryman.^^ 

" Never fear, sir, never fear ; I've played 
that character too often to be found out. Ah ! 
sir, you should see my Two Carriers in the first 
part of ^ Henry the Fourthy Act S, Scene 1, for 
I always play them both, because it saves a 
lanthom and a smock-frock, and it makes the 
part better ; and sometimes I take in Gadshill^ 
and the Ostler , and Chamberlain to boot, and 
then I have the whole Scene to myself. For 
a spice now ; — Gadshill b^ns in a fine impu- 
dent, flourishiug strain, which I do assure you, 
notwithstanding my innate modesty, I can very 
well assume, — * I pr'*ythee lend me thy lan- 
thom, to see my gelding in the stable :' then I 
cross me over, hold back my lanthom, put on 
an air of cunning stupidity, twist my features 
into a clownish grin, and say, — * Naay, zoft I 
praay ye; I knaw a trick worth two o^that 
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rfaith.' Then, as Gadshill again, I turn me to 
the other side with, * I pr'ythee lend me thine,' 
— and then, as the Second Carrier^ I comes me 
quickly round with, * He, he, he ! aye, when, — 
can'st tell ? Lend thee my lanthom, quotha ? 
— ^Marry, 111 see thee hanged first.' Oh ! it's 
a high treat, sir." 

" But the old Albuniazar, if he know his art, 
will of a verity see through all this masque- 
rading, for he will find the beginning and end 
of his signs ascend, and thus discover his que- 
rent to be a knave ; or the Moon will be in 
opposition to the Lord of the Seventh, and he'll 
sift your intentions." 

" Marry, sir, and if he do he shall sweat for 
it. * Here's that shall drive him to his non 
com ; we'll spare for no wit I promise you.' 
As my namesake said, I '11 * have a strife, with 
Nature to outdo the life.' But I'm sure of 
success ; only engage me till the Fair begins, 
and if I jdon't carry you through, why * spit in 
my face and call me horse !' " 

" Well, — surely never lawyer retained such 
a Counsel yet, — but as the case is almost hope- 
less, one way's as good as another for what I 
can see. My old master, Gamaliel Broadskin, 
used to say, * where you can't do what you will. 
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you must do what you can :' but my brethren 
of the toga, what will they think of the mat- 
ter?" 

" Why that it's the very thing they would 
have done themselves, if the v'd had the wit to 
have thought of it." 

" Well, perchance that's true, and as you 
play for the benefit of the orphan and the dis- 
tressed, you may succeed ; so e'en come to me 
at eight o'clock to-morrow morning for instruc- 
tions, Mr. Visor : for as soon as it 's known that 
I'm come back, I shall be overwhelmed with 
my clients, who have been keeping their enmky 
hot till my return. Or, if you like to take up 
your present quarters with my Clerk, Margin, 
do so, till your engagements begin, but don't 
infect him with your stage-rant." 

" My most excellent sir," exclaimed Visor, 
" I shall make my bow to Mr. Margin with the 
greatest pleasure in life. We actors are surely 
sometimes the most fortunate of men, for good^ 
luck is ever welcome to us ; we enjoy it while 
it lasts, and feast on the remembrance of it when 
it's over, like bears eating their own fat : we're 
always on the change ; to-day empty, to-morrow 
full ; to-day in motion, to-morrow at rest ; to- 
day despised strolUng wanderers, to-morrow ap- 
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plauded Emperors and Princes. Light and 
shade, pleasure and pain, luxury and want, la- 
bour and repose, we know them all, and enjoy 
them all. Oh I I might parody the speech of 
old SyphaXi and say,— 

' Believe me« sir^ there's not a strolling player^ 
That traverses throughout the realm of England, 
From Fair to Fair^ and lives upon his voice^ 
But well can practise philosophic virtue. 
Coarse are his meals^ the Cook-shop's tepid viands ;— 
With frothy Two-penny he slakes his thirst, 
Toils all the day, and at th' approach of nighty 
In his cold vacant booth he lays him down. 
Or rests his head on the hard Stage till morn ; 
Then^ rises fresh^ and plays, and shoUts again : 
And, if the following day he chance to find, 
A liberal host, or unexpected duiner. 
Blesses his stars, and thinks it luxury !' " 

By this time the Ashborne Dispatch had 
rolled into the lower end of Gray's-Inn-Lane, 
and the dulness of a hot Summer's evening was 
spreading itself over the streets of the Me- 
tropolis. 

** Well, here we are at last, in that recepta- 
cle for all that 's good and bad, London,^' cried 
Cleartext ; " and even now you may hear the 
signs of Holborn, creaking as they swing upon 
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their irons in the sluggish breeze of an August 
evening. Marry, sir, you should visit the 
town when a high March wind is scattering the 
ill-placed tiles over the short roofs of this brick 
Babylon ; and the signs drive Eastward or 
Westward as the gale takes them. Then you 
may see the Turk's- Head go to cuffs with the 
CardinalVHat ; the Lamb runs bolt against the 
Lion Rampant ; the Star sticks it's spikes be- 
tween the horns of the New-Moon ; and it's 
fight dog, fight bear, from one end of the town 
to the other. — Holla, Coachman!" continued 
he, thrusting his head out of the coach-window, 
*^ don't carry us to your infernal Bear and 
Rugged-Staff, but stop at Furnival's-Inn gate. 
There, draw ' up your cavalcade ; — so, — well 
done. Now then call out for old Watchful, 
the Porter of our Palace Beautiful, as John 
Bunyan hath it.— Well, Master Neverwink, 
you *re alive still, eh ? — Yet in Court ; — You've 
seen a good many Terms, and are likely to 
see as many more, my ancient Janitor.'' 

**Aye, aye," cried the old man, who was 
nearly bent double with age, and whose head 
was covered with silvery hairs, " your honour's 
welcome home again: the Inn's quite dull 
without you, for you will have your joke.'' 

VOL. III. G 
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" Surelvj my venerable Ostiarius, surely, 
what says Will Shakspeare^s song, Master Vi- 
sor, marry, somewhat transmuted though : — 

' And let me to life give a zest^ a zest> 
And let me to life give a zest^ 
A Lawyer's a man^ 
A life's but a span. 
Why then let a Lawyer jest/ 

But come, step forward there, and send these 
mails in ; and call my Clerk, Margin, and my 
Housekeeper, Mistress Tabitha Doiler. Now, 
my young Client, I '11 carry you to my apart- 
ments, and give you up to a Bachelor-Counsel- 
lor's Mater-familias, but beware of her tongue, 
girl, for as my old Master, Gamaliel Broadskin, 
used to say, ' she '11 talk a horse's leg in two in 
the middle and join it together again.' Master 
Visor, you'll follow us. Coachman, that's for 
thy civility, and a good journey to Smithfield 
to you." 

They now left the Ashbome Dispatch, and 
entered the quadrangle of that low, straggling, 
plain, unaflfected, red-brick building, old Fur- 
nival's-Inn ; and, turning through one of the 
doorways, ascended a large and dark staircase, 
which led to an old fashioned, but handsome 
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suite of rooms ; where they were met by an an- 
cient female, dressed very formally in a gown 
of dark purple silk, with a rich apron of antique 
point lace ; whilst her arms were covered with 
black sUk mittens, and shadowed by ruffles, no 
less valuable than her apron. She wore upon 
her head a large dark hood, under which might 
be seen a laced cap, and her hair ceremoniously 
curled and ^rolled up in powder; beneath all 
which appeared a face much marked by age, but 
yet rendered fine by the remains of it's former 
beauty, and the constant benevolence which in* 
spired it's features. 

" Ah, Mistress Doiler !*' cried the Counsellor 
gaily to his Housekeeper, " you're truly an 
immortal woman : Time only blunts his scythe 
by striking at you.*' 

" Your honour's pleased to be gracious," re- 
turned she, shaking her head, " my good-look- 
ing days are over ; but when I learned the arts 
of Preserving, and Candying, and Cookery, 
and Chirurgery, under the ingenious Mistress 
Hannah Woolley, I was a sightly maiden : and 
when I lived with Squire Nombles, at An- 
tler-Hall, in Buckinghamshire, Squire Nom- 
bles used to say to me, * Why Mistress Doiler, 
you 're always in season like a * " 
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" Very true, Mistress Tabitha," interrupted 
the Counsellor, " fie on 't, I am weary with the 
rolling of that Ashbome Dispatch. Come, my 
good Culinaria, do give us some sort of refresh- 
ment after our travel. I Ve brought you two 
guests, who will sojourn with ills for a while. — 
Tliis young Ashbome flower is a Client of mine, 
so make much of her ; and Margin, I recom- 
mend this gentleman to your care." 

" Your honour is ever doing good, I 'm 
sure," cried Mrs. Doiler. " I was much such 
a maiden myself when I was preferred into 
the service of Squire Nombles, of Antler-Hall, 
in Buckinghamshire ; — but out on me"! I for- 
get that your Honour is fasting : what will your 
Honour take? shall it be the ingenious Mis- 
tress Hannah WooUey's Aqua Mirabilis? or 
Sir Eenelm Digby's Cordial-Water? or some 
of Doctor King's Mead ? or the Lady Spots- 
wood's Stomachic ? — Squire Nombles, of Antler- 
Hall, in Buckinghamshire, used to take a bottle 
of brandy after a journey."" 

''Well, e'en what you like. Mistress Doiler; 
—only fill out, and bring some diet-cake, or 
manchet, till you can provide us supper. — 
Drink, Master Visor. Marian Wildrose, my 
fair Client, here 's success to our cause !" 
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" Blessings on you, sir/' cried Marian, lifting 
the glass to her lips. 

" * The Queen carouses to thy fortune, Ham- 
let,"' ejaculated the Player, holding the cup 
in his hand ; ^^ so far applauses attend us ; de- 
pend upon it the piece will run, and all who 
love benevolence and virtue, will anticipate 
with interest the future Acts of our Tragi- 
comedy : — 

' All yet seems well ; and if it end so meet ^ 
The bitter past^ more welcome is the sweet.' 

Flourish of Trumpets, and Exeunt Omnes !" 
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A LEGEND OF FURNIVAL'S INN. 



CHAPTER THE SECOND. 

This is Agroicus^ a rustique downish fellow^ 'whose 
discourse is all country; an extreame of urbanity^ 
i?hereby you may observe there is a virtue in jesting. 
Randolph's Muses' Looking Glass. 

Let not the Barber be forgotten ; and look that he 
be an excellent fellow^ and one that can snap his fin- 
gers with dexterity. 

Green's Tu Quoque. 



The morning following Mr. Justinian Clear- 
text's return to London, found him seated in 
the sunny part of his study, with a large cup 
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of chocolate, and a plate of manchet-bread 
toasted, on one side of him; while upon the 
other was a huge pile of papers, which had been 
rapidly gaining height, and breadth, and length, 
during his absence. Immediately before him 
lay Mr. Sawgospel's letter, and a sheet of fools- 
cap, on which he was drawing up the case of 
Flora Wildrose, to be Is^id before the Astrologer 
of Little-Britain. The Counsellor's study was 
not adorned with all tliat luxury which I have 
since witnessed in the apartments of some legal 
gentlemen of my own time, — when their libra- 
ries have glittered like that of old Chaucer's 
Clerk of Oxenforde, with 

" Twenty bokes clothed in blake or red/' 

but his volumes, for the most part, were dressed 
in trim lawyer-looking rough calf; and where 
some of them evidently shewed that they be- 
longed to another class of reading, they were 
either in the old mottled French binding, the 
clean vellum of the Dutch, or the plain unlet- 
tered brown skin of the English. Charles 
Lewis, his splendid Unings, his watered tabbies, 
his Oriental velvets, and his almost princely 
charges, were then unknown ; and the luxuries 
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of Hering and Staggemeir were not then thought 
of. 

Although it was only eight in the morning 
by the clock of St. Andrew, Holborn, the Coun- 
sellor was habited with all the neatness and pre- 
cision which characterized him during the day ; 
excepting that on his head he wore a crimson 
velvet cap instead of his well-dressed peruque, 
and that his coat was now supplanted by a white 
silk gown, embroidered with amazingly large 
and blooming peonies, roses, and hollyhocks, in 
which sundry birds, of the most magnificent 
plumage, amused themselves by catching equally 
enormous and gaudy butterflies. He sat in an 
old mahogany chair, covered with rich yellow da^ 
mask ; an oaken table-desk stood before him, and 
his feet rested on a handsome Turkey carpet ; 
whilst behind his back was a large folding black 
japan screen, shining with a thousand outlandish 
images and pagodas, in brass, copper, and gold. 
Even a modem Solicitor of eminence would 
have smiled at the simplicity of the furniture 
in the good Counsellor'*s apartment ; yet, per- 
haps, he might have* returned the laugh, by 
looking on it's for superior order and ckarili- 
ness. There were neither gold mouldings around 
the walls, nor proof-prints in rich frames^ sus- 
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pended upon them ; but in one place was ** A 
new and accurate Mapp of the whole^Worlde, 
divided into hemispheres, together with the 
exact appearances of the Sun and Moon, with 
the changes of the latter, and the aspects of all 
the Planets. The whole newly drawn out by 
an eminent hand i" this, in tarnished glory of 
colouring, shone in a narrow black frame above 
the chimney-piece, on which were some rich 
little porcelain figures, and a small bust of Wil- 
liam Shakspeare, formed of the same material. 
In other parts of his room, appeared " A Pros- 
pect of the Inside of Westminster Hall ;" Por- 
traits of a few Lawyers who have been the glory 
of the profession, such as Sir Edward Coke, 
Sir Thomas More, John Selden, Judge Hale, 
and some others ; while bookcases, presses, and 
" A new Sheet Almanack now presently made 
and calculated for the year of Man^s Redemp- 
tion, 1740, by Vincent Wing, Philo. Math.," 
filled up the rest of the apartment. 

Mr. Cleartext had got far advanced both in 
the drawing-out of Flora's case, and the taking- 
in of his own chocolate, and was even thinking 
of desiring his Clerk, Lucas Margin^ to sum- 
mon Visor to his presenc*;, when he was inter- 
rupted by a loud noise of altercation and resist- 
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ance at his study-door, which opened into his 
aforesaid^Clerk^s guard-room and office. *^ I tell 
that thee I wool go into his Worship, Measter 
Quilldrive. Mackins ! bean't I coom oop to thic 
Tawn o'th' purpose ?^ were the first words that 
were intelligible to Cleartext, and to which he im- 
mediately heard the precise Mr. Margin answer, 

^^ And I tell thee, Rusticus, that in this 
cause thou canst not claim a Respondeat Superwr 
to mine ; thou art Extra Termini^ for the Mas- 
ter is In mo Canierario. He has not yet sum- 
med-up his matutinal meal ; or^ to benefit thy 
vulgar ears, his breakfast.'' 

The first speaker, however, seemed to be of 
the mind of Grumio, in Shakspeare's ** Taming 
of the Skrew/^ where he says, " Nay, 'tis no 
matter what he 'ledges in Latin," for he pushed 
aside Margin, and made up to the door, exclaim- 
ing, '* Wauns ! what not breakfasted yet ? — 
Lawd ! Lawd ! naaw to zee how yaar Lunnon- 
ers do turn the good light o'daay into night ! 
Why now then I wool goo in, o' purpose to tell 
the tale dawn at Little-Marshfield, though I 
doan't think they'll believe a word on't." He 
was preparing to execute his intention, and 
Margin was as intent upon preventing him, 
when the door suddenly opened, and Mr. Jus- 
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tinian Cleartext walked out to them in the dress 
which has abeady been described. 

" Why thou knaave,^ cried the Countryman, 
shaking his fist at Margin, ** hast thou larned 
to lie at this raate already ? now bean't there his 
honour ?^ 

" Prov^ that I denied his being in Domo^* 
ejaculated Margin with rapidity, ** my words 
were * that you were too soon ; that it was not 
a lawful hour ; that the Court was not sitting,^ 
and so forth. Your honour,'^ continued he 
addressing his Master, ^^ your honour shall be 
made acquainted with the merits of this cause. 

The present is an action brought by , I did 

not hear your name, fellow, — ^never mind, well 
. fill it up on your part as an A. B. case : — an 
action brought by Ralph Rustysmock, Clown, 
or Ploughman, of Little-Marshfield, against 
Lucas Margin, Engrosser and Clericus Charta- 
rum to Justinian Cleartext, Esquire, Barrister 
at Law, of Furnivars Inn, situated in Old- 
bourne, vulgo Holbom, in the City of London, 
and County of Middlesex." 

** Wauns ! what a tongue V^ cried the Coun- 
tryman, while Margin stopped to breathe, "how 
aMoes toomble about tVords, and turns them 
in and out, loike a haund after a badger.^^ 
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There was not time for more, as the Clerk im- 
patiently waved his hand, and took up his speech 
again, which his Master, kiiowing that it would 
be in vain to expect the story in any other man- 
ner, permitted him to continue. 

" Such, your honour, are the parties in this 
action, which was brought by Ralph Rusty- 
smock, aforesaid, against Lucas Margin, afore- 
said, in supposition of an assault by the said 
Lucas Margin, forcibly preventing the said 
Ralph Rustysmock from entering the Camera- 
rius privatus, of the said Justinian Cleartext, 
on the ground of it's being Ante Hora Auroras, 
before the morning-bell ; or Tempus Illicita^ an 
unlawful time. Not to be wearisome to your 
honour, this Villainus, as I may call him, craved 
admission to your honour ; — I object as before 
objected : — he immediately proceeds upon the 
Writ Quare Vi et Armis; — I issue upon that 
De Ejectando ; — ^he urges, I demur ; he is 
querulous, I am argumentative ; and we were 
about to carry the matter to a new Trial, when 
your honour appeared ad Captandum, as I may 
say, to put the case to issue." 

" Well, then,^' said Cleartext, as soon as he 
found this opportunity of speaking, " my sen- 
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tence is, that this great lout do forthwith un- 
fold his story to me, and that you, Margin, quit 
the Court, and go in search of Mr. Visor^ whom 
I shall presently send upon the employment 
that he wots of : there, begone, man.^' So say- 
ing, the Counsellor walked back into his study, 
and was followed by the Countryman. 

** Well, friend,'' began Cleartext, as he 
seated himself, to the Clown, who stood gazing 
around him with his mouth open, twirUng his 
rusty-coloured hat, which was ornamented with 
a number of dirty Turnpike-tickets, tucked 
through the bcmd of it, " Well, friend Agro- 
icus Secundus, now let us hear what 's your ifill 
with me." 

" Whaay, Lawd ^ returned the Rustic, " how 
'cute yaar Lunnoners be, it 's aboot a Will that 
I came to zee thee, zure enow. Wauns ^ con- 
tinued he, looking around him at the Counsel- 
lor's library, " do you knaw what 's in all them 
books, Measter P Zookers ! how yaar head 
must eake. I wouldn't now, vor 7orty zshil- 
lings, be obligated, you zee, to zpell through 
half o' them ! Mackins ! what a vlock of 'em 
there be." 

" Well, well," said Cleartext impatiently, " I 
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believe it would be the death of thee ; but come, 
let us have thy story. What brought you up 
to London, fellow ?" 

^^ Lawd help you Lunonners ! how mortal 
zilly you do be zometimes,^^ returned the Clown : 
*^ and naaw daunt you knaw that I be Diggory 
Waintilt, the Waggoner o' Dockleaf Varm, 
near Little-Marshfield ? Ho, ho, ho ! I thought 
every body had knawd I, that waVt a Cockney 
out and out. — But dang it, what a zoight 
o' books ! Whoy naw I dare zaay that yaa Ve 
all the books in the world, Measter ?" 

" I begin to think,^ said Cleartext to himself, 
** that I Ve used my puppy of a Clerk like ten 
thousand dogs, for censuring liis keeping this 
full-grown ass out of my presence. He cer- 
tainly did deserve better treatment at my hands; 
for this fellow^s ignorance I shall never get' to 
the bottom of, and his concerns, if he have any, 
will never be unfolded. Beshrew the man now, 
there 's Visor must be ready by this time, I 'm 
sure. Well, 1 11 try once more to fish some 
sense out of him, though it ^s a hard case truly ; 
and if that won't do, why 1 11 cry [up one of 
the Messengers; and issue his Habeas Corpus. 
Well, Mr. Diggory Waintilt,-r-ugh f out upon 
that open mouth of thine ! — ^if that be your very 
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rustic name, now do tell me the reason of your 
coming to me at this early hour in the mom- 

o 

** Ho, ho, ho ! zure the zun's been oop 
this three hours good, I zaw un zoon arter foive 
as I came dawn Highgate-hill wi my team :" 
then, giving his long waggon-whip a hearty 
smack, as if he had been again transported to 
the side of his waggon, he continued, — " Hy 
gee, hut, Whitefoot! — ho, ho Smi-ler! — Li-on, 
comeather, woyit : — 

'' And there's none zoo happy as the jolly Wag-gon-ner, 
Fol de dol^ dol, de diddle dol, de da-a-ay.*' 

" Oh Ignorance !^ exclaimed the Counsellor, 
turning his eyes upwards ; ** these be thy bless- 
ings, and this, I opine, is thy favourite son. 
How boundless then must be thy treasures, 
when thou canst give this lout such a tenfold 
Benjamin^s mess, and yet preserve enough for 
thine unnumbered family besides ! Curse thee, 
fellow ! thou art surpassingly impudent, and 
most supremely tedious.'' 

These words seemed to touch upon a chord 
in the Countryman's bosom,* which had not yet 
been awakened ; for, in returning an answer, 
his rude provincial voice was changed to a tone 
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of pompous, conceited folly, when he replied in 
the words of Shakspeare, " If I were as tedious 
as a King, I could find in my heart to bestow it 
all upon your worship l"" 

" Marry, Heaven forefend T cried Cleartext, 
staring at the speaker straight through his spec- 
tacles, ** But what new wonder have we here ? 
an unlettered villain quoting from * Much Ado 
about Nothing r No, that won't do; it's pro- 
fessional, it smells of the lamp ; gad now ! to 
think that I could not discover the knave un- 
der the fool ; come. Master Visor, come, * Oh 
rare Ben Jonson!' unmask, for the play is played 
out.'' 

" Ah, sir ! I fell from my triumph as most 
men do," said Visor, in his own voice, taking off 
his rustic wig, and looking somewhat more like 
himself, " I fell, by not being able to resist 
temptation. V^Then your honour spake of te- 
diousness, I must have quoted my favourite 
part, or else, as Tom Coriate says, * have 
broken girdle, cracked doublet, and overflowed 
the room with my murmur.' And now, sir, 
what say you ? Shall I do your errand to 
Ptolemy Horoscope ?" 

" Aye, marry," returned Cleartext, taking up 
his pen again, ^^ that thou shalt, and I would 
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* rather than forty shillings,^ as Slender says, 
that I might stand by and look upon your con- 
sultation with the Astrologer/' 

** You honour me too far, sir,'' replied Visor ; 
^* as a modest man I am bound to disclaim such 
flattery ; and yet I doubt if, within Smithfield, 
you would find my equal. No, sir, as Prince 
Henry says, * I can drink with any tinker in his 
own language ;' far be it from me to commend 
my own merits, but — gad zooks, there 's Mr. 
Margin coming: — 

' Run to your shrouds within these brakes and trees ;' — 

• 
I must be the countryman again." He then re- 
sumed his wig, and standing in a rude attitude, 
as Margin entered the room, he began to sing 
in a hoarse and loud voice, — 



'^ The Ploughman thoaugh he laabour hard^ 
Yet on the holydaay^ 

High, trolly lolly loe>— High, trolly loDy lee, 
Noa Emperor zoa merrily 
Do pass his time away : 
Then care awaay, and wend along wi' me.*' 

" Why, thou most irreverential Colin Clout," 
began Margin, " know you where ye are ? in 
conferentia privata with a Barrister, and art 
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making bis Chambers resound with thy rude 
unnurtured howlings. Fellow, fellow, thou 
deservest — — ^ 

" * Good gentleman,' " answered Visor, — 
quoting from " King Lear^ — " * goa your 
gait, an' let poor volk pass. Atf chu'd ha been 
zwaggered out o' my life, 'twould not ha' been 
zoa long as 'tis by a vortnight' '' 

The Clerk, with an expression of disgust, 
turned from the supposed Countryman to his 
Master; and was beginning to announce that 
Mr. Visor had been missing for some time, 
when he observed by Cleartext's laughing coun- 
•tenance, that something had occurred with 
which he was unacquainted, and he then turned 
again to the Rustic, the character of whose 
visage was once more changed to the lively fea- 
tures of the strolling Player ! 

" Oh rare specimen of the histrionic art !" 
began Cleartext, " to deceive two Lawyers ! 
Well, Master Visor, if the stars do not betray 
thee to the old Almanack-maker, tHou art safe 
as in triple mail in that smock-frock and rud- 
dy wig of thine.'^ 

** Well ! '' exclaimed Margin, as soon as his 
astonishment would allow him to speak, *^and 
this is the return which your worship receives 
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from a capering mummer, that you have fed 
and lodged : Oh ! world ! world ! what hath 
become of honesty and gratitude, since they 
are not to be found in '' 

" In a Lawyer's Chambers, in FumiyaPs 
Inn, eh. Margin? But I begin to suspect 
that this objurgation of your's arises from 
your own wisdom being over-reached, tell me 
now ^ 

" No sir, on my conscience, no ; I did but 
speak with a view to the Samaritan-like shel- 
ter you 4|ire affording to this person, who 
strictly comes within the meaning of the late 
Act, 10 Geo. II. Cap. 28, which saith ' Every 
Mummer, Juggler, Player, Performer, Inter- 
lude-Actor, and so forth, not having a legal 
settlement where he Mummeth, Juggleth, 
Playeth, '"^ 

"What!'' exclaimed Cleartext, in the mid- 
dle of his Clerk's harangue, '* ' My foot instruct 
my head ?' Do you not remember, * Oh most 
learned Judge !' that by the Statf 17 Edward 
^[V, Cap. 2, made perpetual by the 1st of 
Richard III. Cap. 6, and confirmed by half 
a score of others, that during a Fair, which is 
known to come from Feriae, Festivals, persons 
shall be privileged from molestation and arrest ? 
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But why stand I mooting the point with thee ? 
Away, and look to thyself." When Margin 
had departed, the Counsellor finished the 
case for Horoscope ; and then putting it, with a 
handsome fee, into the hands of Visor, bade 
him proceed with it to the Astrologer's, and 
hasten back with his instructions upon it. 

When the Player arrived at the Globe and 
Comet, he was received at the door by Parable, 
who, as in all other cases, was particularly 
anxious to be made acquainted with the matter 
which brought him to his Master ; tifough not- 
withstanding all his unwieldy endeavours to 
procure this information, the combined cunning 
of the Comedian and the Rustic, was considera- 
bly too much for him; and' their conversation 
ran in terms like the following. " Pray, honest 
vriend, be thic th* house o' th' ould Astrology 
man wi' the hard naam that 's on that paaper ? 
Mackins! why can'st thee not read it in my 
bond ? thee dost not think naw that I 'm gawn 
to gie it to tBee ?'' 

As Parable found his flank turned in this at- 
tempt to gain possession of Visor's case, he had 
another scheme ; and, putting on a long face, 
said, " Do^ee wamt an answer to a Hourary 
Question, then ? Thou must leave the writing 
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in my hands, and call to-morrow week, and 
then I ^11 tell'^ee when to call again.*^ 

" The dwael thank'ee, vriend,'' retorted 
Visor, " yaaVe like the parson o' Lazykirk, 
whan he put oflF preaching o' Good Friday be- 
cause 'twas zo near to Zunday. To-morrow 
week, quotha ! noa, noa, but wauns ! I caxCt 
stond here all day wi' yaar vooleries ; zoa zhew 
me to Measter Vortune-Teller himzel, vor I 'm 
zartain zure yaar no Conjuror.^* 

" Give unto me the writing then, thou irre- 
deemable Rusticum, and do'ee walk up and 
down o^ the street to th^ first turn and back, till 
I caU 'ee.'^ 

" Noa zure ! — thee dan't think zoa, do thee ? 
Thou knaave, if I Ve not a mind to knock 
upon that mortal thick skull o^ thine wf my 
whip-handle ! Aye and 'twere as good a deed 

as drink to Zookers ! and I wool.'' Visor 

rushed upon Parable, more ^ith the intention 
of alarming than of hurting him, when at that 
instant the voice of Horoscope was heard above 
stairs, calling in a loud and solemn tone, — 
'' Parable ! wherefore delayest thou the stranger 
who seeketh mine aid ?'^ 

'* There now, thou vicious rogue,*' cried 
Visor, pushing past him t^the Astrologer's 
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room, **dost thou hear fould one calling, — 

Wauns! if I'd time I'd .'' and mutter- 

ing his wrath he ascended the stairs. 

Horoscope met him at his apartment door, 
and addressed him with, *^ I regret, young 
man, that the folly of mine attendant should 
have delayed and provoked thbe; but heed 
him not, I am he whom thou seekest, Pto^ 
lemy Horoscope, of Little.Britain." 

*' Zaarvant, zur, zaarvant,** returned Visor, 
assuming his rudest manners, *^ zaam to you 
I'm zure wi' all my heart and zowle ; I ha' got- 
ten here a paaper to gee your Reverence, that 
I ha brought 'n all th' way from Dockleaf Varm, 
Little-Marshfield. They toald I 'twere a 
caase, but it doan't look like one at all zome- 
how.'' 

"Be seated, friend," answered Horoscope, 
taking the paper and walking with it slowly to 
his table. 

" Thankye, zur, thankye, zur, zaame to you 
I'm zure," replied Visor; and then, ere the 
Astrologer had perused the first line, he 
added, " But zur, I ha' zummat more vor 
'ee, I'm t' carrier, Diggory Waintilt, o'th' 
Zwallow waggon that comes from Little-Marsh- 
field, in foive weeks; and t'man that gaave> 
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me that, gaave me these three goalden ginneys 
to give to 'ee wi' him.^ 

*^ Let the guerdon rest, until I have essayed 
mine art, honest friend,^ said the Astrologer, 
motioning Visor to be silent; and as soon as 
the Actor perceived Horoscope's attention was 
engaged with the story, he fixed his eyes 
upon him with so intent and animated a 
countenance, that had Ptolemy once looked 
from off the paper, his disguise must imme- 
diately have been discovered. The old Astro- 
nomer, however, seemed no less interested with 
the case then presented to him ; and even when 
he had finished reading, and had begun to erect 
the horary figure which was to give Visor his 
answer, he seemed still as deeply concerned, 
and as much astonished af the facts which he 
was bringing to light. From time to time he 
raised his head, and gazed intently upon Visor, 
whose features had again resumed their former 
rusticity : until at length, after working in si- 
lence for some considerable time, he thus spake 
to the rejoiced Player. 

*^ This is indeed a tale of guilt and sorrow ; 
yet is not the on^ past repentwoe, nor the other 
beyond remedy. Young man, although thou 
art clad in rustic weeds, yet speak I unto one 
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who is not unacquainted with human knowledge, 
nor incapable of understanding the language in 
which it is befitting the stars should converse 
with n^ortality. The question which thou hast 
here placed before me, is one which appertain- 
eth unto the Seventh Mundane House, or to 
the House of Marriage, and Horary Questions 
concerning Love, Strangers, and Females. I 
find, then, that the original Querent is a Fe- 
male, as denoted by her Consignificator, Sol ; 
and the Planet Jupiter, being posited in the 
Fifth House, with it's own Lord, Saturn, trans- 
lated to the Seventh, — in common with other 
agreeing aspects, — verifies the statement of this 
paper; and declares illicit love under promise 
of marriage, present desertion, and consequent 
distress ; but the Moon, the Lady of the Ele- 
venth, which is the Consignificator of the 
Seducer, being in Sextile to Venus, in the 
Seventh House, whilst it speaks of sudi disso- 
lution of engagements, yet being also disposed 
of by Venus, foreshews an approaching union; 
that the original connection will not be wholly 
broken ofi*, and that the Querent will yet marry 
the Quesited, and be happy ."" , 

" Mackins !" ejaculated the delighted Visor, 
*' do th' ztars' zay all that, your Reverence ? 
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but I**!! get yow to pen all it down upon thic 
paaper, Doctor ; because, you zee, that I zhould 
never think o^ those fine words that yaaVe been 
speaking." r 

" No more of this assumed ignorance," said 
Horoscope ; " howbeit I have delineated the 
Querents figure, and inscribed the interpretation 
thereof beneath thy Question. Yet, listen now 
to my answer unto the second part thereof. 
The unknown Seducer I find depicted by the 
Planet Jupiter, posited in the sign Leo, which 
prefigures the Native to be tall and handsome ; 
in an honourable station of life, brave, impetu- 
ous, yet noble-minded and kind-hearted ; easily 
drawn into sin, yet, being touched with a sense 
of his guilt, as easily led into repentance. I 
find also another Querent hinted at, who ap- 
pears to be related to the Seducer. He is de- 
signated by Venus in Aquarius, and it will be 
knowtr unto you if this portrait resemble him. 
He is short of stature and stout of body ; yet 
he possesses a handsome intelligent countenance; 
and his character, though somewhat inclined to 
singularity, is nevertheless amiable and bene- 
volent: and there likewise appear some signs, 
that he stands high in rank as an advocate. If 
curiosity might influence an Astrological artist, 
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here are many other ciicumstances, for which^ 
from some particulars, either accidentally or 
purposely concealed from me, I cannot now ac- 
count ; but which I might nevertheless discover 
if it were requisite, or lawful : yet would I re- 
mark, that although this Question be undoubt- 
edly radical, yet the Moon appearing in the Via 
Combusta, is evidence of some degree of deceit, 
which I perceive to be in thee ; thy disguise, 
and assumed voice, young man, do not blind 
me, yet, having thus hinted that I am acquaint- 
ed with them, I do not notice them farther. 
Finally, I would observe, that the time when 
this matter shall be concluded is now within 
four days; and that it must, in a great part, 
take place in public. Say then to him who sent 
to me, ^ Thou lookest abroad, but the Seducer 
is to be found at home ; thou art gazing afar 
off, but he is nigh. 60, then, on the -second 
day of the approaching Fair of tiarthdlomew- 
tide, at nine in the evening, into the great booth 
which standeth over against the Lame Hospital; 
take with thee all who are concerned iii this 
matter, and there wait the event/ Now begone, 
friend ; do thou act thy part in this story with 
prudence and honesty, for I foresee that thou 
wilt be engaged through it all, and it will be 
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well for thee. Begone ! I have judged this 
question over carefully, for my mind was in- 
terested therewith, and now my spirits faint. — 
There is thy paper, thank thine employer for 
his guerdon, and so farewell.'^ 

The astonished Actor took up his case ; and 
half forgetting in his joy and surprise, the cha- 
racter he had assumed, made the best of his way 
back to FumivaPs Inn. When he came into 
the Counsellor's apartment, Cleartext began, 
" Well, Master Roscius, how goes the play ? 
did old Ptolemy smell out the mysteries of the 
'Tiring-room.'^ was there no cue for the Haly 
of Little-Britain to find that ^ our Clowns had 
spoken more than was set down for them ?' Eh, 
thou Lusor excellentissime ?" 

" No, Sir, no ; truly, you would not desire 
to have seen a better piece of playing ; but yet, 
when he demanded what I would with him, I 
could scarcely refrain from thinking that I was 
doubling Captain Face and Abel Druggevp in 
my namesake's play of the ^ Jlchemisi^' and 
bursting out with, ^ This, an' it please your 
wise Worship, — I am a young beginner, and 
budding a new shop, if it likes your Reverence, 
— it is just at the comer of a street,*— here's the 
plot on't ; and I would know by art, sir, of ^.jjH 

H ^ 
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your Venerableship, which way I should make 
my door by Necromancy, and where to place my 
boxes, where my shelves, and whelfe. my pots ? 
— I should be glad to thrive. I was wished to 
you by Captain Face, here, my very good friend, 
who says that you know men's planets, and 
their good angels, and their bad.'" 

*' Bravo, little Nab,'' said Cleartext, laughing 
heartily, *' and did you overcome this strong 
temptation .?'* 

" Yes, sir, yes ;'' returned the Player, " but 
when he delivered me the mind of the stars up- 
on your question, I was upon the point of falling 
again, for I was just about to say, ' I pray 
you, sir, write down these charms, for I have 
but a sieve-like memory, — all runs through ;* 
but I again escaped.'' 

" And so came off with triumph ?'* 

" Not exactly so, sir; for to speak the truth, 
he very soon told me that I was a wolf in sheep's 
clothing. Truly, I think that the Devil must 
have been his prompter, for my disguise was 
point^device, and my language as rustical as you 
would desire ; but he also found a picture of 
your honour as he was raking over the stars, 
and one of the gentleman that we've yet to find. 
But, after all, * I'd take the ghost's word for 
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^ thousand pound/ for the old skyscraper en- 
courages the players, since * the last scene of our 
eventful history,' is to take place in the Theatre 
of Messieurs Glare and Glossall, in the coining 
Fair ; there are his instructions." 

" Truly,'' answered Cleartext, '' rather a 
strange place for the winding up of the plot, 
but we'll * play out the Play' now, however ;— - 

^ Come what^ come may^ 
Time and the hour run through the roughest day.' " 

I should next proceed to detail the events 
which took place at Bartholomew Fair; but as 
many years have passed away since they were 
acted, they will be more properly introduci*;^ by 
some particulars of the Fair itself, as it then 
existed. To procure materials for this picture, I 
was for some time at a considerable loss ; when 
I at length reflected that there was no one so 
^mpelent to delineate it's bustle and whim- 
sicalities, as the voluble and witty Hair-dresser, 
introduced in a former narrative, Mr. Jeremy 
Curlpuppy, of the Muscovy-Cat and Crown, in 
Duck-lane. His ability in this point, however, 
did not consist only in having resided for a 
length of time in the immediate vicinity to that 
spot of hilarity, but he was also like the Barber 
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of the SultanesB Scheherazade^ who could sing 
the song, and dance the dance of Zantout, the 
Bath^iave, for so could the Tonsor of Duck- 
lane sing, danoe, and exactly imitate the joyful 
mummeries of Smithfield in Sept^nber. 

Whilst I am reooiding the good gifts, and 
the valuable assistance of Mr. Ciurlpuppy, wbatn 
I shall ever remember with gratitude, I would, 
however, also remark to my readers, that they 
may observe, that in all my details of the va- 
rious adventures of Ptolemy Horoscope, I have 
endeavoured to present them with finished de- 
lineations of the scenes and actors with which 
they were connected. " Oh ! ye Athenians !** 
said one of yore, *^ how hard do I labour to 
obtain your applause f^ and in like manner may 
I addressf the men of this generation. .Believe 
me, my kind readers, that these decorations have 
not been gotten together without much, very 
much, conversation, research, 'and study; for 
It will immediately be known to every one who 
is at all versed in literature, that there is not 
any information so hard to be procured as that 
species of gossipping description, concerning do- 
mestic things which have been, and are not. 
Yet, whilst I claim for myself somewhat of the 
merit of industry and picturesque composition, 
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far be it from me to pretend auy title to the 
knowledge of this old scenery and costume in 
the iroriginal sources. Suum cuique tribuito ; 
therefore, I shall always make known the names 
of such persons as (have been my most valuable 
fellow-labourers in thus decorating these frag- 
ments of ancient London history. 

For the preceding legend of ** Richard 
Turpin^ I had recourse to numerous recollec- 
tions of him ; and that history in particular, was 
given to me by a family that shall be nameless, 
in which that Amiable character frequently vi- 
sited, and related the circumstance with no little 
glee ; for he was a gentleman of such enterprize 
and influence^ that to sacrifice to him was by far 
the most secure and profitable conduct It has 
been shewn that he could assume polite manners ; 
and, as I have heard, many were the respectable 
families of his time, in which he was received 
an honoured and a welcome guest. Some fi- 
nishing touches to the character of Israel Cruci- 
ble, and, in particular, the copy of his shop- 
bill, were obli^ngly communicated to me by a 
peripatetic philosopher of his own tribe, one 
Mardocheus, or, as the vulgar called him, Mot- 
decai Mustyrags, the same personage, as my ^^ 

Landlady told me at my first occupying her f 
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lodgings, cried " Auld Claes,^' so loudly and so 
early in the morning. 

The characters in the present tale have also 
been much improved by the judicious hints of 
Mr. Matthias Goosegrinder, a very eminent At- 
torney, who took Counsellor Cleartexf s apart- 
ments immediately from himself, at his leaving 
them : and those of a merry-hearted, yet unfor- 
tunate gentleman, who had once known Mr. Vi- 
sor, and who had often trodden the stage with 
him; I allude to the late celebrated Mr. Hamlet 
Footlights. I have been thus particular in 
stating all my authorities, because certain 
friends, to whom I have communicated these 
Manuscripts^ have hinted to me that they con- 
tain some events which are too romantic, or 
wonderful, or ludicrous, for real life : now there 
remained but one way for me to confute them, 
and that was, by placing the aforesaid well- 
known names upon my pages, after which I 
have cleared my -conscieVice, and all farther dis- 
pute must be at an end. 

Now, then, for the Fair. — '^Bartholomew 
Fair, sir ! you talk of the Fair, sir ?" said Mr. 
Curlpuppy, as he was shaving and dressing me^ 
one morning, in answer to my enquiries about 
the ancient state of Bflirtholomew Fair, '* Ah ! 
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sir ; the Fair now is a mere soap-bladder, as a 
body may say, — ^lather got up your nose, eh, 
sir? — ^yes, sir, it's so shorn and shortened, — 
shall I trim your whiskers, sir ? — that a body 
who saw it when it lasted for a fortnight and 
three weeks, wouldn't know it again ; and, to 
speak my mind plainly, it 's a sin to cut any 
thing, — don *t be alarmed, sir, it 's only a little 
clip on the upper lip, for these razors are of 
such astonishing virtue, that they shave quicker 
than I can. Dare to say you Ve heard of 'em, 
sir ; ^ ShearsteePs Self-shaving Razors, having 
no backs ; by the King's Royal Letters Patent.' 
Now some of our profession prefer Bluntblade's 
Never-cutting Beard-removers; but then, sir, 
half the day is spent in stropping them; now of 
all other cutlers — " 

** My good sir," said I, for my equanimity 
was somewhat disturbed by his repeatedly cut- 
ting me, and his bald discourse; " My good 
sir, I think you've turned Barber-Surgeon 
this morning, by your bleeding me so much." 

" Good, sir ! very good, sir f let me die but — 
Ha, ha, ha, hah ! I must lay down my razor 
and laugh a little. I cannot choose but laugh, — 
a Barber-Surgeon, — bleeding!— Ha, ha, hah! — 
a learned and facetious gentleman, truly ; — but, 

H 6 
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ttr, I ^11 cover up your wounds with some beaver 
hat, for then the plalster will be felt^ eh ? — 
Gadzooks, we're even now, sir, pun for pun, 
Ha, ha> hah ! Very pleasant all this.**^ 
** But the ancient Fair, Mr. Curlpuppy-** 
" Oh, aye! the Fair, sir. — It's all a blind, — 
hold up the powdering-^mask if you please, sir, 
— it 's a blind upon the actors to shorten the 
time, sir, to three days ; and sir, I 've good 
right to complain ; for when it lasted a fort- 
night, sir, it warn^t filled with the rabbleraent 
that goes .to it now. — No, sir; then they had 
good plays, and good actors, and good company. 
Sir, I Ve seen Visor, and Nokes, and Weston, 
and Woodward, when Rich used to pitch his 
tent between the Hospital and the Bars, with 
such a display in front as might have shamed 
a Pastry-cook's shop on Twelfth-Cake Night. 
Then, sir, our fashionables used to come full- 
dressed; aye, sir. Peers and even Royalty itself, 
were walking through the fair by torch-light, at 
nine o'clock at night, sir, — when the Shews 
were shining with their paper lanthoms, and all 
thp gingerbread Kings were dancing in their 
finery, with trumpets blowing, and drums beat- 
ing, playing on Jew's-trumps, and hand-organs, 
songs resounding, and a most delightful confu- 
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sion everywhere. In another part, sir, — please 
to hold ;^our head upright, sir, I wish to put 
your hair in fresh buckle, for the pompoon's 
hanging down like a spaniePs ears in a shower. 
— In another part, sir, there were ready-roaisted 
pigs and bottled ale in canvass parlours. Ah ! 
sir ! and many ^s the lady that I Ve dressed to 
visit them and the Shews ; yes, sir, Lady Betty 
Boldfront used to go regularly every night, sir ; 
and before and after the Fair, sir, she 's sat to 
me seventeen hours to have her hair dressed. 
Sir, when I combed it out at the fortnights end 
it was all — ^pah, — pah, — a.hem ! I won't be 
shocking. Oh ! they were goodly days ! — think 
of Such jollity, for a whole fortnight, sir ! — Ah, 
sir ! as the favourite Smithfield Chant says, — 

' Whoever in London's gay City hath been. 

Must surely have thought it both gallant and rare ; 
But half of it's wonders they cannot have seen. 
If they 've not beheld Smithfield's Bartholomew 
Fair! 

'Tis a place full of noise. 

And mischief and toys, 

And free-hearted lasses, and frolicking boys ; 
You may see the great world shewn in miniature 

there. 
And laugh at it's follies in Bartlemy Fair !' 

Capital good song that, sir; it used always 
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to be sung opposite the Bars in my time ; and 
then there ivas a chorus to it, to which the 
singer, and all his hearers, used to dance^ sir. — 
Please me to mark me, sir ;— it 's the old tune 
of ^ Packington's Pound,* — and this ivas the 
measure :— 



' Tol de rol> lol de rol^ — Bartlemy Fair ! 
Tol de rol^ lol de rol^ — Bartlejny Fair ! 
Tol de rolj lol de rol^ 
Tol de rol, lol de rol> 
Tol de rol^ lol de rol^— -Bartlemy Fair!' 



99 



When the Barber had exhausted himself with 
talking, singing, and wheeling round like a Der- 
vislie at his devotions, I again applied to him 
for some hints respecting the disposition of the 
Fair ; and by the time that his operations upon 
my head were concluded, I was in possession of 
materials sufficient to depict the grand and 
spirit-stirring scene, with faithfulness and vi- 
vacity : which, however, is a subject too impor- 
tant not to demand a new Chapter* 



THE HKART OF A LAWYER: 

A LEGEND OF FURNIVAL'S INN. 



CHAFfEB THE THIBB. 

TliiB Fair is no newly-erected buBiness, but a thing of 
tmdent standing : I will eliew you the original of it. — 
And moreover, at this Fair there is at all times to be 
seen Juggling^, Cheats, Games, Plays, Fools, Apes, 
Knsres, and Rogues, and that of eveiy kind. 

John Bvmvan. 



Babtholomew Faie — from which it is ex- 
ceedingly probahle that the ingenious Tinker 
of Bedford above-quoted, drew his most excp' 
lent and spirited description of the never-c^ 
Fair of this worid, — was, at a former 
not wholly confined to Smithfield, thoi 
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place always appears to have been the centre 
of it's merriment ; but a part of the adjoining 
Hospital of St. Bartholomew, with the Cloisters 
belonging to it, were converted into anti-rooms 
to the principal scene of attraction, and hung 
out with toys, pictures, and, as old Izaak Wal- 
ton says, '^ ribbons, and looking-glasses, and 
nut-crackers, and fiddles, and hobby-horses, and 
all the other finnimbruns that make up a com- 
plete Fair.*" The Shews and the Juggling ex- 
hibitions, for which the last age was so much 
renowned, occupied, as now, the great cattle- 
market ; whilst, arranged in long streets of can- 
vass shops, were the dealers in provisions, the 
suttlers, — ^for spirits were then permitted to be 
gaierally vended,- — the toy-warehouses, the les- 
ser puppet-shews, strolling musicians, ballad<^ 
singers, and travelling merchants of every de- 
sciqiption. At a fcmner period, also, no less 
than at the present, the night was the principal, 
most fashionable, and most splendid time of the 
Fair and it's amusements ; and, as that cele- 
brated Comedian, Weston, relates in his Me- 
moirs, the performers played nine times every 
day, displa3dng themselves in full costume, be- 
tween each exhibition, on the stages in the 
fronts of their respective booths. The illumi- 



TSB HBAKT OF A liAWTBE. 159 

nationsof Bartholomew Ftdr in 1740, were, how- 
ever, of a character very different to those of 
the present time : there were no ooloured-glass 
lamps, nor devices seemingly traced inlivingflame 
cH various hues, but the Shews were in general 
lighted by a circular tin chandelier, or perhaps 
by a large square paper lanthom, bearing the 
names of the proprietors, or of the entertain* 
ments, painted upon, the transparent medium, 
in terms not the fiiost elegant ; as, ^^ Lee and 
Harper is here \^ or, ^^ Judith and Hokfemes 
is to be seen at this Booth within T' In some 
instances, however, the most gorgeous Shews,"*— 
at which a company of " the King's Players" 
appeared yearly,— could boast of a large, old- 
fashioned cut-glass girandole or branch, such as 
may now be seen in a very few of the older 
Assembly-rooms of England ; and for the rest . 
of the Fair, it was lighted with flaring oil-lamps, 
torches, glass, paper, and horn lanthorns; all 
of which were sending up their ruddy blazes 
to the night skies, when Cl^urtext, Marian Wild- 
rose, and Margin, entered Smithfield. All 
things, indeed, were in the most direful disor- 
der, much resembling, — where words or sen- 
tences could be distinguished) — the " riot, non- 
sense, and rapid confusion,^' which Goldsmith 
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SO exquisitely describes, as having been the clos- 
ing scene of " the Harmonical Society.'* For 
such, however, as may wish to have an idea of 
the racket of Bartholomew Fair, more than 
eighty years since, a short specimen of it shall 
follow. 

'* Now then, my Masters, up with ye, and see 
Miller's excellent new Droll of Crispin and Cris- 
pianus, or the Shoemaker-Prince, with the best 
machines, singing, and dancing, ever yet seen 
in a F«ur," — " Who's for a sight of the famous 
Dutch Woman, the Goede Vrouw Geertruida 
Jacomyntje Hendrina Van Toombleduyvel ? 
She walks up backwards on a sloping rope, 
driving a wheelbarrow holding seven children 
and a ''*— <^ Tantara-rara, tantara-rara ! 

Now for the famous Italian Master on the low 
rope r — *' A most incomparable new Song, set 
to the tune of Flying Fame, and made upon 
this present Fair of Saint Bartholomew's tide:- — 

' Oh ! Time doth keep a Raree Shew^ 

This world is but a Fair^ 
And Riches are but Toys we know^ 

And Man is but a Play'r. ' 
Then Youth who do ' " 

^^ Charming Brunswick nuts, sir,^^ said a dealer 
in gingerbread to Cleartext, " they've the true 
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Caioline of Brandenbui^h crack, with them. 
Only try, sur," 

" Out of my way, fellow, with your Bran- 
denburgfa crack,^ returned the CounseUor.^ 

^^ Oh r said the man, stopping short and 
shaking his head sagaciously, ^* I see how it is, 
^-and do you know that I'm much of your 
mind, sir?'* 

"What mind, knave?"* 

** Why, sir, I've a canister of real St. Ger- 
main^s under the shew«board, that have all been 
blessed at Romef and sent over by you know 
who, sir. — Tal lal la, lal la, lal la : — 

' Come boat me o'er^ come row me o'er. 
Come boat me o'er to Cbarlie : 
I'll gie Johnny Ross anither bawbie, — ' 

" No, my friend, you make a mistake,^ said 
Cleartext, " it*s Johnny Ketch you'll have to 
pay your fees to; though I rather think 
you'll be * boated o'er' as you say, at the King's 
costs and charges, — you're a precious knave, 
truly, that will turn cat in pan with any — ^"^ 
Here the pressure of the crowd divided the 
Lawyer and his party from the volatile Ginger- 
bread-dealer, and brought them opposite to the 
booths of the Fidcocks,. the Folitos, and the 
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Saunderses, of the day^ where their ears were 
'regaled with a different strain of puffing, which 
ran somewhat in the following style: — " Walk 
in gentlefolks, walk in I this is Leathercub's 
Grand Collection of Outlandish Animals, to be 
seen all alive O J all alive O ! — Here's JyhOj 
the wonderful Dog, that bit^s the most surpris- 
ing likenesses out of a biscuit held to him by 
his Master ! Here's the only Man-Tiger in the 
Fair, and also a most remarkable wild Hairy 
Man-Monkey, caught on the coast of Scande- 
roon, who dances upon the tight-rope with a 
balance true to the music ; walks on the slack* 
rope in full swing; pulls off his hat, and pays 
his respects to the company ; drinks a glass of 
ale, and smokes tobacco as well as ever a Chris- 
tian in London. Here is also the wonderful 
Woman with the Horn on her head, and-<— '' 

" Now's your time for to see Snaffle's exhibi- 
tion of the finest taught Horse in the world, 
that fetches and carries like a spaniel dog! 
Whatever you hide hell find; he unlocks a 
door, tolls a bell, leaps through a hoop, hands 
a pewter basin round to the company, and — "^ 

^* I desires that you shall gardez vous contre 
les iraposteurs, dis is de only exhibition en la 
Smiths him field, vare you shall payeras your 
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argent) and not see noting at all. Eeoutez ! 
listen good people all, and I vill tell you vat 
you shall see : Fretodi^rement^ dat is first of all, 
you shall see Le Bal des Petits Chiens. Ah 
ma Foil Je ne suis pas ^pable k parler la 
langue Anglois. Jacquois, come you here, and 
tell to dese good people vat I have said.^ 

'^ Monsieur Merrydogs,*^ began this valuable 
interpreter, who was immediately interrupted 
by his Master, with ^^ Bah, bah ! you are von 
great English blockhead* vat you say Merrie- 
dog4 Boh! you are Merriedog yourself, — 
Ecoutez, Messieurs ! my name is Antoine Gau- 
tier Guillaume Ferdinand Mariadogue. Eh, 
bien !— vel, you Jaequois, go on." 

^^ Well, Mounseer Maiia^s dog is gmng to 
exhibit a ball danced by little dogs brought all 
out of Louvain, that speak only the French 
tongue.'' 

^^ Old England for ever, and down with all 
the Monzies ! — Here's your grand view of the 
brave Admiral Vernon taking the Town and 
Fort of Chagre, at the mouth of the River Cha« 

• 

gre, near Porto Bello, on the 24th day of March, 
1739« God save King George the Second, 
Queen Caroline, and Sir Robert Walpole !" 
In the midst of all this rivalry of the various 
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professors, the public attention was attracted to 
a. tall, well-made and handsome-looking man, 
who was dressed in a very fashionable suit of 
white, trimmed with gold lace, a laced ruffled 
shirt, rolled white silk stockings, a white apron, 
and a large cocked hat, formed of gingerbread, 
fringed and garnished with Dutch gold. He 
carried on hi& arm a basket fiUed with ginger- 
bread cakes, one of which he held up in the air; 
while the other hand was stuck with an easy 
and fashionable manner into his bosom. For 
this singular vendor of confectionary every 
one made way, and numbers followed in his 
train, shouting after him, " there goes Tiddy 
Doll!^ the name by whjch that remarkable 
character was known. He himself did not pass 
silently through the crowd, but as he went 
along, he poured forth a multiplicity of praises 
of his ware, occasionally enlivened by that song 
which ilrst procured him his name; and thus 
did he say, — " Mary, Mary, where are you 
now, Mary ? I live, when at home, in the second 
house in Little Ball-street, two steps under- 
ground, a whiscum riscum, and a why-not. 
Walk in ladies and gentlemen ; n^y shop is on 
the second floor backwards, with a brass knocker 
at the door. Here ^s your nice gingerbread,— 
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your spice gingerbread, — ^it will melt in your 
mouth like a red-hot brick-bat, and tumble 
about your inside like Punch and his wheel- 
Tjarrow: — 

" * Ti-tid-dy ti-ti, ti-tid-dy ti-ti, ti-tid-ty, ti-ti, 
Tiddy diddy dol lol. 
Ti-tid-dy, ti-did-dy, ti-ti, 
Tid-dy did-dy dol.'" 

' Such, then, was the nature of that scene 
through which Counsellor Cleartext, Mariui 
Wildrose, and-Lucas Margin, were working their 
slow and obstructed way, towards the grand booth 
of Messieurs Glare and Glossall ; which hung 
out it's mighty magniBcence nearly opposite to 
Smithfield-Bars, having it's front placed towards 
Giltspur-street, or rather to St. Bartholomew's 
Hospital. The abundant materials which were 
furnished me by Mr. Curlpuppy, would enable 
me to mention a thousand other curious points 
connected with the Fiur, but that it would be 
giving to the back-ground, and lesser features 
of my picture, the same degree of finish which 
it is proper to bestow only upon the principal 
figures and front scenery ; , somewhat like the 
Low-Dutch Punter, who spent three weeks in 
working up the handle of a besom, and a month 
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in giving a due proportion of Holland polifih to 
the interior of a brass skillet. It is enough dien 
to say, that the Counsellor and bis party made 
their way through these, and a multitude of 
other similar monstrosities, invitations to the 
inspection of which assailed them on every 
side. It is true, however, that although the 
old gentleman had so far followed the instruc- 
tions of Ptolemy Horoscope, as to visit Bartho- 
lomew Fair at the time which the Astrologer 
had appointed, yet did he very much resemble 
John Bunyan*s Mr, Fearing, who when he was 
conducted through the gaudy town of Vanity, 
" was so hot against their fooleries, that he was 
ready to have fought with all the men in the 
place.^ But in Justinian Cleartext, this fever 
worked itself off in good-natured raillery, or a 
sarcastic remark; and if perchance his anger 
rose at finding himself in a situation which he 
ccmsidered inconsistent with the dignity of his 
profession, the remembrance of the reason which 
brought him there, and all the circumstances 
connected with it, instantly sprang up in his 
mind, awakened his pity, and restored his good 
humour. 

^* Keep close to me, Marian,^ would he say, 
^^ and Margin, do you stick as tightly as a day- 
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follower does to a slippery prisoner at a R^atta. 
Well ! mankind must have some vent for their 
folly, and so I suppose it's as well to let it 
out this way as any other; truly there ^s a 
goodly explosion of it at every Fair, but then 
there 's a precious cargo left behind ; aod^ as 
if it were possible that we should forget bow 
to play the fool, inter termini^ the town is 
swarming with Fuppet*shews all the year 
round: so that what with Sudric Fair, and 
May Fair, and the iniquitous stretching-out ai 
Bartholomew Fair to a month, we ^re knee deep 
in devildoms Summer and Winter. Then, too, 
we've that never-dosing misery, Punches Opera, 
to which a certain recent Act has been far too 
favourable : for though I love histrionic talent, 
yet that squeaking villain is my averskm. 
Marry, both him and his crew might be better 
employed than they are: for the Queen of She- 
ba would make a good handle to a coffee-pot, 
Kii^ Solomon might be carved into a head for 
a broomstick, and Punch and his family might 
be cut up into wooden spoons. — Fellow, pull 
up your Bear out of the path. — Ah ! I suppose 
that gorgeous booth yonder, must be our place 
of destination. Come, my girl ! keep up a 
stout heart, we shall soon see how much truth 
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we 've been told. Now what new foolery is at 
hand that makes the crowd rush this way so ?" 

As Cleartext spake, the multitude behind 
was impelled violently forwards, a broad Uaze 
bf red light issuing from a score of flambeaux, 
streamed into the air, several voices were loud- 
ly shouting, "Room there for Prince George! 
make way for the Prince !" and there was that 
long sweep heard to pass over the ground which 
indicates the approach of a grand and cere- 
monious train. Presently the pressure became 
much greater, the voices louder, the light 
stronger, and as the train came onward, it might 
be seen that it consisted, firstly, of a party of 
Yeonien of the Guards clearing the way ; then 
several more of them bearing flambeaux, and 
banking the procession ; while in the midst of 
all, appeared a tall, fair, and handsome young 
man, having something of a plump foreign 
visage, seemingly about four-and-thirty years 
of age, dressed in a ruby-coloiH^d frock coat, 
very richly guarded with gold lace, and having 
his long flowing hair curiously curled over his 
forehead and at the sides, and finished with a 
very large bag and courtly queue behind.. The 
air of dignity with which he walked, the* blue 
ribbon, and star and garter with which V he 
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was decorated, the small three-^x)rnered silk 
Court-hat which he wore, whilst all around 
him were uncovered; the numerous suite, as 
well of gentlemen as of guards, which mar- 
shalled him along ; the obsequious attention of 
a short stout person, who, by his flourishing 
manner, seemed to be a player ; all these parti- 
culars indicated that the amiable Frederick, 
Prince of Wales, was visiting Bartholomew 
Fair by torch-light, and that Manager Rich 
was introducing his Boyal guest to all the en- 
tertainments of the place. 

However strange this circumstance may ap- 
pear to the present generation, yet it is never- 
theless strictly true ; for, about 1740, when the 
drolls in Smithfield were extended to three 
weeks and a month, it was not considered as 
derogatory to persons of the first rank and 
fashion, to partake in the broad humour and 
theatrical amusements of the place. It should 
also be remembered, that many an eminent 
performer of the last century imfolded his 
abilities in a booth ; and that it was once con- 
sidered as an important and excellent prepara- 
tive to their treading the boards of a Theatre 
Royal. The crowd which rushed before, which 
surrounded, and which followed the train of 
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Prince Frederick, completely separated and 
scattered the Counsellor, Marian Wildrose, and 
Lucas Margin, far apart from each other, to 
the alarm of the young rustic, and the perplexi- 
ty of all. After a considerable time had been 
spent by Cleartext in looking for his two 
companions, he at length discovered his Clerk 
closely occupied in a similar search ; and in the 
same moment the same question burst from 
each of them, " Where ^s the young Mistress 
Wildrose ?" 

" What !" cried Margin, in some astonish- 
ment, " is she not with your honour ? I 
left her when that posse comitalus came rush- 
ing by, standing close by your side, like a 
country lout by his Solicitor in Westminster 
HaU.^' 

" And when that same train of Prince Fre- 
derick's came sweeping by,** returned the Coun- 
sellor, '^ she was hanging to you, Margin, like 
the seal to a smoke-dried old charter. Fore 
gad, now I but I 'm heartily vexed to lose her 
thus, for there 's no saying where the wench 
may have gotten to. Ah ! this comes of being 
so benevolent as to get up to the neck in other 
folks' affairs, and then to follow a Jack o' Lan- 
thorn that promises to help you out. And now, 
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as Caliban says, ^ what a thrice double Ass was 
I to take old Ptolemy for a God ;' and believe 
that aught in Bartholomew Fair would tend 
to elucidate our mysterious cause.*^ 

•' Won't your honour return home again ?'* 
said Margin ; ^^ our trial will not cofne on to- 
night, as I guess ; the girPs got an English 
tongue in her head, and so perhaps she '11 find 
her way back to Fumivars Inn ; or, if she 
don't, in the morning we 11 advertise her ; 1 11 
run to Sir John for a warrant, and Will Sniff- 
it will soon have her back again.** 

" Aye, Lucas Margin," answered Cleartext, 
" that 's all very well if we can 't do any better, 
but I 've a foolish idea hanging about me yet, 
that I can^t get rid of, that we shall still find 
something like truth in the old Astrologer's 
predictions. WeU, fellow," continued he, to a 
person, who, from a large shewy Theatre, offered 
him a bill, *' what ^s this about ; Oh ! by this 
lights if it ^s a large print, I shall see perhaps. 
Um, — um,— * Messieurs Glare and Glossall, at 
the— over against — ' why this is Macbeth with 
a vengeance ! — * Thou marshallest me the way 
that I was gcring.' Well, and what 's the play. 
Eh ? — * The Double Seduction^ a Comedy ; the 
part of Lord Sparkleton by Mr. Martin Ben 

i2 
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Jonson Masednger Visor ; florid^ by Mr. Foot- 
lights,—^ 

'^ Now, walk up, walk up, Ladies and Gren- 
tlemen,^ cried the man who gave Cleartext the 
bill, *^ this is to be the last performance this 
evening, for the bell of St. Sepulchre's is now 
going nine ! Walk up there, walk up [^ 

** Margin,^ said the Counsellor. 

" Sir !" returned the Clerk. 

" Do you know. Margin, that I think I ^m 
possessed to-night, for it seems to me that if I 
enter into this same booth, I shall be putting an 
end to our mystery, and our search, both at 
once : so observe, do you keep watch outside, 
and if you see Mistress Wildrose, why either 
carry her home to Fumival's Inn, or bring her 
inside to me ; if not, stay here till I come 
back.'*' 

** Assuredly, sir,'* answered Margin ; ** yet 
let me prevail upon your honour to give this 
matter a second hearing, and to—'' 

" No, Lucas Margin ; No ! I 'm resolved to- 
night to give way to feeling in preference to 
judgment : I 'm tired of being always wise, and 
«so for once I '11 play the fool. Happy is he 
whose once does not last all his life ;" and so 
saying, Cleartext ascended the ladder, and en- 
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tered the Theatre of Messieurs Glare and 
Glossal!. 

In the interim, Marian Wildrose, upon her 
separation from her protectors, had been consi- 
derably more idarmed, and not less embarrassed, 
than they were ; but being a young woman of 
plain good sense, after some time looking round 
her, she thought that to quit the Fair, and en* 
deavour to retrace her way to Fumivars Inn, 
where she was sure they must arrive at last, 
would be far better for her than to remain where 
she would derive little benefit, though she might 
sustain serious insult or injury. She was en- 
deavouring to put this prudent resolution in 
practice, when a handsome well-dressed young 
gallant, one of those who had followed in the 
Royal train, observing her anxious looks cast 
around her on all sides, her simple, but hand- 
some and intelligent features, and her innocence 
of demeanour, came up to her, and taking her 
hand said^ in a gentle, though somewhat free, 
voice, *^ And for whom, my pretty lass, are you 
looking ? is it for a sweetheart, or a husband ? 
there are plenty of both in the Fair, and I 'm 
^sengaged if you 11 take me. Heavens ! what 
a lil^eness i** continued he, in a lower voice; 
Nay, your honour,^^ said Marian, looking 
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down, and attempting to draw away her hand, 
" you only mock me, sure. I Ve missed two 
good old gentlemen who brought me here, in 
that grand train with the h'ghts which has just 
passed by, and I know not where to seek for 
them.'' 

" The very vcrice too ! — why then e*en let 
them go, and come with me, my little Rosebud; 
exchange the two old gentlemen for one young 
one, and you '11 be a gainer ; for do you know 
that there 's a proverb which says, * Half is 
better than the whole.' " 

" Indeed, sir," returned Marian, much 
alarmed at her companion's answer, and free 
style of talking, ** you 're quite a stranger to 
me, and therefore I cannot consent to hold any 
converse with you ; but if I could but find 
Mr. Justinian Cleartext, or the good Mr. Mar- 
gin, I should be safe at once." 

" Cleartext ! Margin !'* said the young man, 
as if struck by the names, " can it be? — yet 
surely no, — nothing could induce either of them 
to be seen in Bartholomew Fair at this time. 
But come, then, my fair damsel, I know this 
place well, put yourself under my protection 
till we find your friends, who are both perfectly 
well known to me, I do assure you. What 
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would my good Uncle, the Gounsellor, say 
now,'' thought the stranger, " if he saw me with 
this country lass that he has kept so quietly 
for himself?'' 

*' But, sir,'* cried Marian, with somewhat of 
a struggle to free herself from her protector, 
^^ 1 have already given up all hope of finding 
those gentlemen here, and therefore, with many 
thanks for your kindness, sir, I must leave you 
and return to my home." 

^^ What, alone ?" ejaculated the young man, 
with some warmth ; ^^ Forbid it gallantry ! for- 
bid it love 1" but during the above conversation 
they had both advanced up to the spot where 
Glare and Glossall's Theatre stood ; and, when 
Marian saw the Counsellor's Clerk keeping 
watch by the side of it, she made a strong 
effort, and rushing forward, exclcdming, ^^ Oh ! 
there's Mr. Margin!" escaped from her new 
companion in a moment. . 

" What ! Mistress Marian, is it you ?" cried 
the Clerk ; ^^ please Heaven, then, we 11 carry 
the cause into another Court; the Master's 
within, and so we 11 be with him instanter. But 
who 's this gay young gentleman, that 's behind 
you. Mistress Wildrose ?" 

" Indeed, sir," returned she, " I know not, 
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but that he would fain have been my protect(»r 
through this place in finding you out.^ 
;^ '^ I dare say he would; Oh! no doubt, no 
doubt ! but, adad ! my fair maiden, you must 
s|iut your eyes on the fellows that— -why, as 
r live, it^s my Master^s nephew, Mr. Francis 
Devereux! come, sir^ come; this is a little wild, 
good sir, but we '11 go in to his Honour 4^' and 
with these words they all entered the Theatre. 

The interiors of the Playhouses at Bartho- 
lomew Fair, in 1740, though nothing near so 
splendid, were, perhaps, infinitely more respect- 
able, than they are at the present time : for, ac- 
cording to the prevailing taste, both the scenery, 
the proscenium, and the whole of the decora** 
tions, partook of a heavy architectural charac- 
ter, with massive columns of Sienna marble, 
and very large folds of false red curtains. 
There was also a greater division observed be- 
tween the diiferent parts of the audience than 
is now to be found ; which was, probably, a 
very prinopal reason, .why the visitors of these 
Theatres, in the last century, were so diametri- 
cally opposite to those of the present. When 
Marian Wildrose entered the booth with Mar- 
gin, followed by young Devereux, she looked 
anxiously round for the Counsellor, to whom. 
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as soon as she discovered him, she sprang for* 
ward, and without speaking, and in considerable 
agitation, seated herself by his side. Cleartext 
welcomed her, and though in so public a place 
he could say but little, yet he endeavoured to 
re4issure and calm, her spirits; while to his 
Nephew and Clerk he gave merely a nod of 
recognition. By this time the Comedy of the 
^^ Double Sedjiction^ was drawing towards a 
close, and the first victim of Lord Sparkletofi 
was repeating her sorrows, and mourning over 
them most pathetically, in a full Court-dress^ 
hoop, and all the other magnificence put on by 
the old Actors ; when the agitation which Ma. 
rian had gone through, and the similarity of the 
scene before her to the fate of her sister, seemed 
all at once to overcome her, and she fainted, 
with a loud shriek, in the Counsellor's arms. 
He hastily beckoned down Margin and his Ne- 
j^ew, and said ^^ step on before, Lucas, and 
make a way for me through the crowd f and[ 
Frank, there's no time for greetings now, 
support this young maiden on the other side. 
This Ashbome Wildrose seems to be withering, 
I think." 

The light from a branch, hung up in the 
centre of the booth, streamed full on the 
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features of Marian, and whether the likeness, 
which had before startled Devereux, again re- 
curred to his recollection, or whether circum- 
stances, . known only to himself, crossed his 
mind, his Uncle could not divine, but he 
trembled violently as the Counsellor spake, and 
seemed greatly agitated as he said, ^^ Wildrose, 
of Ashbome,— did you say, sir?^ 

" Aye, sir, I did," was the reply, ** but what 
ails you ? are you going to faint t6o ?^ 

" Oh ! — ^no, — no, sir ! — the name is — ^is— is 
singular, sir ;^-and I — ^ 

" Well, Frank, this is neither a time nor a 
place for descanting upon names« help me to 
support her out ; though you look very much as 
if you could hardly help yourself." 

With considerable diiSculty Marian was con- 
veyed to Furnival's Inn, and committed to the 
care of Mrs. Doiler, who administered to her 
a cordial posset-drink, invented" as she said, 
by the ingenious Mrs. Hannah Woolley, and 
a great favourite with Squire Nombles, of 
Antler Hall, in Buckinghamshire.'^ 

On the following morning, the Counsellor, 
having summoned his Nephew to a private con- 
ference in his study, began to enter into a more 
particular discussion of those points which ap- 
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peared to him so suspicious on the preceding 
evening. When they were both seated, the 
young man, who perhaps entertained some pre- 
sentiment of the scene which was at hand, be- 
gan, with considerable volubility, in the follow- 
ing manner. ** And now, my dear Uncle, you 
cannot conceive with what delight it is that I 
see you again free from the gout, and the gravel, 
and the lumbago, and the stone, and the dropsy, 
and the— the — '^ 

" Go on, sir, go on,*" said the Counsellor, 
calmly ; " and when you Ve gone through the 
catalogue of complamts, which you know I 
never had, you may, perhaps, in your wisdom, 
inform me how to get rid of one that actually 
distresses me.*** 

" Indeed, sir r said young Devereux, " I am 
truly grieved that—" 

" So am I, sir,'* answered his Uncle, " that 
one of my own family, and one whom I have 
loved as my own son, should give me cause to 
suspect that he is a villain !^ 

" Sir, I beseech you,*' said the young man, 
in great agitation ; *^ that is a harsh expression.'* 

" Not a whit too much so, Frank, for the 
action which has called it forth. Now, young 
man f continued Cleartext, his voice and colour 
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rising, as he proceeded, ^' mark my questions, 
and answer them truly; remember, that al- 
though I am j your Uncle, I am also a Magis* 
trate, and an expositor and supporter of the 
Law ; therefore, if I find you guilty, as I have 
strong reasons for believing you, if also you are 
unwilling to make atonement for your crime, I 
will exert all my knowledge and power to bring 
you to open trial, and to public condemnation/' 

^^ But, sir, listen for a moment,'' said the 
youth. 

** To confession for an hour, to extenuation 
not an instant,^' replied the Counsellor. '^ But 
come, we trifle time away. Tell me, then, 
truly, why did you start last night at the name 
of Wildrose of Ashbome, and at the features 
of that young woman who is now under my 
protection ?" 

" On my honour,, sir, I know ^ 

" Hold, Franli, you shall not commit that sin 
unwarned; let your honour be pledged to the 
truth only. Yet, by thus keeping to generals, 
we shall never arrive at particular truths ; so, 
young man, since you will not give to me the 
confidence I solicit from you, I must bring for- 
ward my proofs which will extort it. This 
letter fell from you last night, when your con- 
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science shook you so much at the sight of your 
victim's sister ; know you aught of it ?" The 
letter, which the Counsellor handed to his Ne« 
phew, was couched in the following terms :-— 

^^ For the hands of the most honoured Lord 
Henry, now dwelling at the Talbot Inn, Ash- 
borne, — These. 

*' My dear and most honoured Lord, 

^^ Shall I not, before you depart, have the 
delight of beholding you once more, and of 
telling you how very closely you have entwined 
yourself about my young heart. I beseech you, 
my only love, if it be but to say that I am 
never to look upon you again, by the secret 
and confiding affection which I, alas! have 
shewn you, let me once more gaze on your 
blessed features^ though they will, in sooth, 
never depart from my memory. Yet it passes 
my poor wit to imagine why yc^r should fly me, 
when methinks you should now make knovm to 
all the world, that you have elected me to be 
your bride. Yet do not, my dearest and ho^ 
noured Lord, think that I have any will l^ut 
your's, or deem that this request for you to ac- 
knowledge me springs from a desire ip enjoy 
your worldly honours. No,— Grod so bless me 



182 TALES OF AN ANTIQUAET. 

with your love, as that is the last of my wishes ; 
since to be near you, to hear your sweet voice, 
to look on your adored face, to have you rest 
on my bosom, to watch and pray for your hap- 
piness daily and hourly, these are all the re- 
wards which I seek, and with these should I be 
blessed, even in poverty. Do not, good my 
Lord, now do not let your anger rise at my 
thus addressing you, but if your displeasure be 
awakened by it, think that I am sufficiently 
mortified, if you should leave Ashbome with- 
out seeing 

Your most affectionate, 
and distressed Servant, 

" FLORA WILDROSE." 

" Well, my self-created Lord Henry,'' said 

*"-^ Cleartext, " it was a goodly action to ruin and 

break such a heart as inspired that letter, was 

it not? quite a 'feather in the cap of a Court 

gallant.^ 

" Break her heart, sir ? — for I find, by some 
unaccountable means, you know the whole 
story,— believe me, sir, this little lovesick girFs 
heart is much stouter.*" 

'^ No, Frank, no, this brazening air sits badly 
upon you; I joy to see that yet it 's not quite 
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natural. However, to shew you that I do know 
the whole story, read that letter addressed to 
me by my old and worthy friend Zabulon Saw- 
gospel; and then, if the natural feelings of your 
heart do not rise up and overpower these wretch- 
ed acquired ones, why I 've done with you ; 
1 '11 disinherit you, and your deserted wife shall 
be my heir," 

*' Flora ! my poor, fond, affectionate, heart- 
broken Flora r cried Devereux, sinking on a 
chair as he finished reading the letter; *^ is it 
possible that thy love could endure so fervently, 
and thy sorrow work so deeply ?^ 

" Very possible, sir," said Clearte^t; " though 
^ finished modern young gentleman may not be 
able to comprehend such vulgar feelings/' 

" No more, my dear Uncle, I beseech you, ^ 
no more ; I am already wounded to the heart ; 
and now my only wish is again to see my dear 
Flora, to clasp her to my Ibreast, to pour over 
h^r the tears of my repentance, and to die with 
her. I presume, sir, you will not oppose my 
setting out for Ashbome post to-night ?^ 

" You Ve in a mighty hurry to go and die, 
Frank,^ answered the CounseUor, wiping his 
eyes ; ** don't you think it would be as well 
to live and make her amends.^ 
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^' Should she but be restored to me I shall 
consider it the chief end of ^ 

^' There, that will do, young man, no more 
raptures now, if you please ; but why was I so 
long hoodwinked in this affair?^ 

" A sense of pride, my dear Uncle, prevented 
me from acknowledging that my love was placed 
so low ; and yet I thought that to a young man 
of fashion and spirit the amour would be of no 
disgrace, that you would smile at it, and '''* 

" And all. Nephew, because you did not 
know the Heart of a Lawyer! As for 
shame, you 've got an abundant deal more now, 
than a straight-forward course would have 
brought you, and the only part of the matter 
which won't disgrace you is yet to come. How- 
ever,'* continued he, ringing the bell, " we '11 
put all things in a train for amendment, at any 
rate. Margin, bring in young Mistress Wild* 
rose and Mistress Doiler* We '11 have the con- 
tract proved before witnesses, and then Marian 
and you shall both set o£P for Asbborne, and 
bring up Flora: I'll hire two more sets of 
Chambers, and we 11 have an Inn of Court of 



our own." 



66 



But, my dear Uncle, how came you and 
Margin to be at Bartholomew Fair last night ? 
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for that led to this painful, yet I hope fortu- 
nate, discovery." 

" That 's a long tale, Frank, which you shall 
be told hereafter. Oh! here they all come; 
listen all then : Marian Wildrose, Tabitha Doi* 
ler, and 'Lucas Margin; and know ye, that 
Francis Devereux, Nephew to Justinian Clear- 
text, is contracted, in faith and troth, unto 
Flora Wildrose, of Ashborne in Derbyshire. 
There, Marian, receive to your arms the um- 
whileLord Henry, your sister^s repentant lover !** 

*^ You are welcome, sir, most welcome,'' cried 
Marian, timidly advancing towards Devereux ; 
" my dear Flora will now be as much over- 
whelmed with joy as she has before been with 
grief. Oh sir!'' continued she, advancing to 
Cleartext and pressing his hand, " how shall we 
ever acknowledge your kindness to us, for it is 
to you that we owe all this happiness ?*' 

" Pay it to Heaven ! there my mansion is." 

cried Visor, with a theatrical attitude, as he 
opened the door : " Really, gentlefolks, if I in- 
trude, you must excuse me: I looked and called 
about the lobbies, for a long time, for a box* 
keeper, but as I could not find one, I let myself 
m. 
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" Ah ! what my light-hearted merry wag, 
what brings you here ?'* said the Counsellor. 

" Curiosity, sir, sheer curiosity, to hear bow 
last night's story ended, for I saw there was a 
discovery made in our Theatre. A sad loss by 
the way, sir, — audience broken up, obliged to 
return the admission-money, and several climbed 
out of the pit into the boxes, or let themselves 
down out of the gallery, to get the extra prices." 

** Never mind, man, well make that all strait, 
depend upon it. And now. Master Visor, what 
say you to old Ptolemy's soothsaying ? * Thou 
lookest abroad, but the seducer is to be found 
at home; thou art gazing afar off, but he is 
nigh :^ there he stands, the beauteous spectacle 
of an erring man, firmly resolved upon repen- 
tance, in the person of my own Nephew, Mr. 
Francis Devereux, alias Lord Henry." 

" Joy to ye, sir ! joy to ye all ! I will but 
set your last scene and whisk back again to 
Smithfield ; for I made my exit, running down 
by Cock Lane and a thousand other blind turn- 
ings, where all the signs gave a tug at ray 
toupee, to get here and back again, that before 
I began to act for the day, I might gladden my 
heart with a little nature. Mr. Francis Deve- 
reux, as you've been the sinner, you may lean 
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upon Mistress Wildrose's shoulder and seem to 
weep : — if you do really shed a few tears, all 
the better, they won't hurt you. Mistress Wild- 
rose, you must take the young man by the hand 
and seem to console him ; do so if you can. 
Now, Counsellor, here, if you please, with your 
hands up, giving your blessing. Mr. Mar- 
gin, — :" 

" I'll tell you what, Mr. Player, all this is 
acting without a license, and—'" 

" What, sir ! Nature's license is enough for 
performing in a scene like this ; and if my Lord 
Chamberlain didn't applaud it, I 'd help to 
throw him over ! There, Mr. Margin, you Ve 
to look on with as much sentiment as you can 
muster. Mistress Doiler, you Ve to be lost in 
wonder, like Afis^ress Quickly in " Henry IV.** 
First Part, Act 2, Scene 4, where she says, 
* Oh the Father ! how he holds his counte- 
nance : he doth it as like one of the harlotry 
players as ever I see.* ** 

*' Deary me !" said Mrs. Doiler, "it*s quite 
an edifying Tragedy, like as Squire Nombles, 
of Antler Hall, in '' 

" ^ Peace, good Pint-pot,* ** said Visor, " re- 
member, that 's not in the play. — Good !*' conti- 
nued he, clapping bis hands, ^* capital, excel- 
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lent, quite the half-moon group! I'll get the 
story up for my own benefit; but though I 
shall never play half so well as any of ye 
have, I shall be like Botioniy and want to 
enact you all.*' 

" What, a play toward, about our adven- 
tiires. Master Visor V said Cleartext. 

" Yes, your honour,'' returned he, " you 
know ^ I was one in this Interlude,*^ sir ; one 
IMggory Waintilt." 

^^ True, man; and what would you call it, eh, 
Ben Jonson P^' 

" Nay, sir, there is but one name for it ; 
that which inspu-ed the principal performer, 
which patronized this piece, and which must 
ever meet with the most unbounded applause, 
-^Forensic Benevolence, or 

Thk Heaet op a Lawyer!"* 
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THE POSSESSED ONE: 



A LEGEND OF LOMBARD STREET. 



In this present evil worlds it is no wonder that the 
operations of the eyil angels^ are more sensihle than 
those of the good ones. Cotton Mather. 

Oh ! thou eternal mover of the Heavens^ 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ! 
Oh ! heat away the husy meddling Fiend 
That lays strong siege unto this wretch's soul^ 
And from his hosom purge his hlack despair. 

• SHAKSPEAaE. 



The former narratives of Ptolemy Horoscope 
and his clients, were both taken from that old 
vellum book, the secret resting-place of which 
was so mysteriously made known to me, illus* 
trated and extended by the information of those 



19(X TALES OF AN ANTIQUARY. 

worshipful persons, whose well-known names 
and important services I have recorded in various 
places. The maxim that " wherever much is 
given much will be required," I found, how- 
ever, to be true, in a way which must have 
occurred, in some form, to every man ; for so 
perfectly was I convinced that the old Astro- 
loger wrote many other legends besides those 
which were contained in his recovered manu- 
scripts, that I began to be considerably more 
anxious after such as I deemed were for ever 
lost, than interested in those which were so 
strangely preserved to me. My Landlady's 
original statement concerning the fate of the 
hoards of curious papers that were found about 
the house, was, alas ! — though I had at the time 
of the following circumstances resided with her 
several years, — too vivid in my recollection : 
^*We e'en sauld them for the paper, to ,auld 
Moses Baggitt, the Israelitish rag-merchant ^ 
Oh ! thou modem Haly ! I have often thought 
to myself, what a fate for thine inestimable re- 
cords ! Instead of being guarded with reve- 
rence and vigilance, until the events which ye 
relate should no longer be of dangerous im- 
port to the world, and then being published 
for the detight and recreation of a distant age. 



THE POSSESSED ONE. 191 

how are ye now scattered ! Oh ! that it had 
but been my fate to have first met with ye, 
what links in History might I not have sup- 
plied ! What knowledge of mankind might 
I not have acquired ! What interesting narra- 
tives might I not have given to the world ! 
What scenery, manners, and customs, which 
are now fast disappearing, might I not have 
preserved and illustrated! And all this by 
your means, Oh ! ye lost written- memorials of 
the active and astonishing talents of Ptolemy 
Horoscope ! 

In this manner, then, have I frequently mused 
on the loss sustained by myself and the World 
at large ; for if I had been so fortunate as to 
have discovered the whole of the Astrologer's 
papers, they had never appeared in this desuL 
tory form, but had been produced to the public 
under the more dignified title of Historical and 
Biographical Memoirs, to have classed with the 
Causes CeUbres^ and the Desiderata Curiosay of 
other times. My Readers, however, like iBsop's 
shrewd old woman and the empty wine-cask, 
can guess of what flavour and spirit the liquor 
itself must have been, by the qualities which 
remain even in the dregs ; and it is some con- 
solation, even thus, to inhale their perfume. 
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although 'it continually reminds us of how 
much is lost. 

*^ Out upon Time ! it will leave no more 
Of the things to come— than the things before. 
Out upon Time ! who for ever will leave 
But enough of the past for the future to grieve!" 

I could expatiate upon^his subject almost with- 
out end ; and indeed, whenever it arises in .my 
mind, I usually fall into a waking reverie, 
building castles in the air on the sandy founda- 
tions of past probabilities, with the aid only of 
some powerful and frequent doses of the plain- 
est. brown Scotch snuff; or a strong infusion of 
blaick Bohea. There is to me a very consider- 
able pleasure in these waking day-dreams : the 
time is not all lost, as some persons suppose, 
nor is the mind a perfect vacuum, because one's 
faculties of seeing, hearing, understanding, and 
answering, do for a while become suspended. 
No, on the contrary, . then we have most enjoy- 
ment, for the magic of Fancy is then exerted 
to the utmost ; there is then no- such thing as 
impossibility; you are transported into what- 
ever country you would wish to visit ; you 
are placed in whatever situation of life you 
may desire ; you have, for a time at least, the 
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start of Fortune ; and though it may be wild 
Winter-weather without, you may have as much 
sunshine and Summer as you will, within. 

I was even thus gluttohising upon such an 
entertainment, for it has from childhood been 
one of my favourite relaxations, when I was 
very unwillingly roused from it, by two loud 
knocks upon the door of my apartment; and, 
from the shrillness with which they sounded to 
my returning faculties, I conjectured that my 
visitor had been impatient of the delay thus 
innocently caused by my sleeping senses. Upon 
opening the door, my Landlady, Mistress Bath- 
sheba Pendulum, entered, bearing with great 
care a small oaken case, curiously carved ; inlaid 
with ivory, bound with brass chasings of antique 
and grotesque workmanship, and secured with 
a lock, bolts, and clasps of the same metal. She 
advanced to my table, with her usual garrulity 
somewhat increased by having waited at my 
door, and setting down the cabinet she thus ad- 
dressed me :— 

" An unco thing this, Mr. Boclarke, for to 
keep a bodie cooling their shoon at yere door, 
as if ye were the great King Ahasuerus, until 
whom nae bodie might gang in without a call : 
— see the haill story in the buik o' Esther fourth 

VOL. III. K 
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and eleventh, — an unco thing this, I say; ye 
maun surely be fa'en asleep ower the clashes o' 
lang syne ; e'en like an eight-day clockie at a 
fortnight's end, when she *8 no been windet up." 
" My good Mistress Pendulum,'' began I, 
" my senses were indeed oblivious, I was, as 
Shakspeare says, 

' Chewing the cud of sweet and bitter fancy, — ' " 

" Hout awa, man ! wi' yere clishmaclavers 
frae ungodlie play-buiks, quhilk that savoury 
vessel, Joash BufiPetbaal, said were the chime- 
bells o' Satan : Hout awa' wi' ye to keep one 
jiggling sae lang at yere door wi' this unco heavy 
kist ; auld Steeplehousie yere Curate aye says, 
* knock and it shall be opened,' but I 'm sure I 
strikit twa, and twa mair upon yere door, ere 
ye cam out to me; his preaching agrees nae 
muckle wi' yere practice." 

" It would be well," replied I, " my good 
Landlady, if such tergiversation were not to be 
found in the best of us : it is easy to say follow 
this path, pursue that track, or keep within 
those bounds ; but to go forward in virtue with 
steadiness and constancy is too unfrequently 
the disposition of humanity. Believe me, how- 
ever, tny good Mistress Bathsheba, when I say. 
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that to the uttermost of mine ability, thou 
shalt receive my most faithful advice and assist- 
ance in any circumstances which may require 
them.'' 

*' Aweel, then, Master Goclark," returned 
mine Hostess, seating herself on the faded blue 
damask cushion of one of the massive, high- 
backed, and dark mahogany chairs which deco- 
rated my apartment; " I maun say this for 
ye, that yeVe aye a quiet and a civil-spoken 
gentleman ; nae talking like many o' the 
vain ones o' this time, like a 'larum thaf s 
pu'd out a' the way to ca' up the queans in 
the morn of the bucking-day : I say ye're nae 
like siccan a thing, and therefore IVe come 
to ask yere thoughts about this auld brazen 
case, whilk puts me in mind o' the Israel- 
itish ark, on quhilk that faithful messenger, 
Joash BuflFetbaal, exercised down in Petty- 
Wales the last Sabbath. Ye maun ken, that I 
have aye thought that Tubal-Cain, wha we are 
tauld in Genesis fourth and twenty-two, was a 
cunning worker in brass, and in iron, and the 
likes o' them, — and it may be too that he was 
the watch-maker o' thae days, — made this bonny 
casket to keep his wee-wee toolies, or his gude 
wife's head-tires in ; for nae doubt but she wad 
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hae muckle o' sic gear as he was sae canny m 
their making.*" 

The oddity and historical anachronism of 
this conceit had almost caused me to laugh out- 
right, which would infallibly have cut me off 
from all the benefit that followed ; but compos^ 
ing my visage to a greater degree of serious- 
ness, and speaking with somewhat more of aus- 
terity tlian is usual with me, I thus replied. 
" Indeed, my worthy Mistress Pendulum, it is 
wholly unlikely that the portable pluteum, or 
cistula, as it may more properly be denomi- 
nated, which you have here produced, descends 
from, or can lay claim to, any such venerable 
antiquity. We do not read of the use of ivory 
in any part of the ornaments of the Tabernacle, 
nor indeed ol oak; but of brass our accoUnt is 
much more perfect, inasmuch as it is most na- 
tural to man ; though the brazen omatures 
here introduced will not support your hypo- 
thesis of their age. I should rather imagine 
that the casket is of mere modern workmanship; 
and that it*s utmost stretch of existence, does 
not exceed two hundred and fifty, or three hun- 
dred years.'' 

" Ca' ye that modem ?'*^ ejaculated my Land- 
lady, every feature in her face expressive of the 
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broadest astonishmeat, '* ca' ye that modern ? 
whan in that space o' time sae mony hae been 
born, and married, and died ; ^d whan nations, 
and kindreds, and peoples, arid languages, hae 
arisen, and declined, and fa'en into loose stanes 
and dust ! Ca' ye that modem ?" 

" Assuredly I do, my excellent Landlady, 
when weighed in the B^ances with your most 
ancient aiid distant periods : but we wander 
from the subject ; how wanted you my advice or 
aa»stance concerning this casket P" 

"Aye, ye 're right. Mister Noclarke, ye 're 
. right, I was e''en like a pendulum without 
a compensation, wagging in and out, langer or 
shorter as the case might he; but, I'll now 
gang on wi' my story about the bit box that ye 
ca' the pewterum, though to my puir auld eyes 
it lookit mur like unto brass. Ye maun recol- 
lect that when ye were first my lodger, ye aye 
speered about the bit paper bulks, quhilk be- 
longed to auld Tolemie Harryscope, the Chal- 
dean Soothsayer, wha Uved here afore my auld 
gudeman Tubal Pendulum took the booth, an' 
set up his Gowden Image. Wecl, ye ken now, 
that I jaloused at first that ye also were a Wi- 
zard, or a Familiar Spirit, or a Magician, or a 
Chaldean, or a Dreamer of Dreams, se^ng that 
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ye enquired sae muckle a'ter the papers o^ that 
Watchman o^ Satan, wha criet hi» hours unto 
all them that cam after bim.^ 

" Upon my word," said^ I smiling, " my 
good Madam, you do me great lionour ; I asr 
sure you this is the first time that any one ever 
erred so far as to take me for a conjuror.'' 

" I did na say that ye were verily a warlock. 
Mister Slowclarke, but only that ye were like 
unto Saul the first King o'^ Israel, because that 
ye sought unto them that had familiar spirits ; 
of quhilk, ye may see mair in First Samuel, 
chapter twenty-aught, Howbeit, that is na yet 
what I *ve got to say^ till ye. Ye maun ken 
that I had cam to the mind o\ hinging up the 
muckle cbime-clockie, wi' the godly motion o' 
John the Baptist upon it, in my ain bed-room, 
quhilk ye maun ken joins your's ; an' sae ye see 
that while the wright was trying wi^ his hammer 
about the wa*s, knocking now upon this part, and 
now upon that, to find out a place for the brack- 
et, — ^for ye maun remember that it 's ane o* my 
auld Tubal's best-made eight-day spring-clocks, 
wi' a gridiron-compensation, and a ganging- 
fusee and moon-dial, and alarum, aini a. 
Weel, as I said, the whilst he was knocking 
about on the wa' o' yere sleeping-room, some 
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part o' the unco frail wooden wainscoating gied 
way, an' out tumbled this kist and a hanlle o' 
ither papers like unto- thae that we sauld.*^ 

" My dear Mrs. Pendulum," cried I in an ec- 
stasy, " and where are they ?" 

" Ow, I e'en had Janie up wi' her dust-hun- 
ter to sweep them awa', and we luggit them 
out on to the floor, an' if ye like it ye can hae 
them by honest weight, or we can cry in auld 
Moses Baggitt again ; but ye 11 no objec to 
gieing twice as muckle as he does for them, 
seeing tliat ye can read them, and mak your 
money of them again wi' usury." 

" Twice, or thrice, or what you will, Mis- 
tress Pendulum," cried I, " only let them be 
mine, and name your own price : and now let 
us see what this box contains," I continued, 
endeavouring to open it. 

" My certie !" answered the Widow Bathshe- 
ba, putting on an immense pair of round-eyed 
carved brass spectacles, and looking anxiously 
.at me, " my certie ! it ought to be something o' 
muckle gude to be lockit and boltit upsae fast; 
I hae tried at it wi' a' my ten fingers this half 
hour, but I couldnaget within side; and so I 
thought I 'd take it down to Brassie in the 
»hop, an' get him to file off the hinges an' the 
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lcx;k : or neighbour Centrebit wad drill through 
it ivi^ his muekle saw in the turn o^ a ba- 
lance-wheel ; die brass would be no that bad 
for "" 

" God forbid !" interrupted I hastily, at the 
same time throwing up the lid of the box^-— 
'' God forbid T' no, Mistress Bathsl^eba, you 
must consign me the case with all the rest of 
your newly-discovered treasure on your own 
terms-" 

*^ Ow, weel," returned she, evidently delight- 
ed at my liberality, " 111 not be ower muekle 
Jewish in dealing wi' ye. Ye shall hae a' auld 
Tolemee^s testaments at aughteen pence the 
pun: and I think there canna weel be les»^ 
than twal or fourteen pun o' tbeok** 

My habits of Hving are so simple, that I 
was enabled, not only to comply with this de- 
mand, but also to add some five guineas there- 
tOy for the casket and it's contents, as such 
might be about their intrinsic value ; but to 
me their worth was not to be counted, for on 
a piece of old yellow paper were the following 
words, descriptive of them, written in Latin, in 
an ancient hand, and in ink which had faded, 
through time, to a pale brown colour. 

It is not only to the science of Astrology 
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that my studies have been confined, since in this 
chest are contained all the proofs that I have 
made some progress in those arts, which, as 
Lilly saith, 'are above and beyond it-' In 
Geomancy, in the use of the Crystal, in the 
conversing with Spirits, in that almost obso- 
lete part of Astrolo^ entitled Sachaomatike, or 
the formation of Sigils, and in the discovery of 
future events by the Mirror, I have studied 
deeply, and that with no vain prospect of suc- 
cess. But of all kinds of learning, it is this 
which soonest corrodes and eats up the heart : 
it preys upon the spirits, it devours the soul 
with melancholy and hypochondriasm ; and the 
body is wasted away through the vigils, cere- 
monials, and fastings attendant thereon. Find- 
ing this, like many others who have trodden the 
same path before me, I destroyed most of my 
materials which instructed me in those curious, 
yet pernicious, arts ; and have since attached 
myself unto the Astrological science only. Yet, 
that the memory of some very remarkable histo- 
ries which became known unto me, whilst I 
practised those secrets, might not be wholly 
lost, I have carefully reduced them unto writ- 
ing in the universal tongue, and have deposited 
them in this box, together with soirie other 
K 5 
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matters relating to them, to the end that men 
might see what things haye been aforetime, and 
that they may give tlianks to Heaven if they 
exist not in their^s. Ptolemy Hoeoscope.'* 

** Little-Britain, at the Globe and Comet, this 
12th day of March, 1750." 

The box also contained a manuscript, fairly 
and closely written in, the Latin language, in- 
terspersed with drawings of sigils and figures of 
the various Angels who were consulted on the 
different cases. There were also some of those 
mystical jewels, which were formerly used by 
those persons who pretended to a knowledge of 
magic and divination; such as several thin 
plates of gold and silver, of various shapes, in- 
scribed with a number of different devices, as 
well a»'the names of some angelic spirits and 
other saered titles, engraven chiefly in the 
Greek and Hebrew characters. Beside these, 
there was a small case of solid gold, measuring 
about an inch square, on one side of which 
was drawn a circle, having seven Chaldaic 
iiames traced in the circumference of it, and 
forming a border to a large clear crystal which 
was set like* a mirror beneath it. Near this 
curious instrument was a mystic invocation, en. 
titled "A Call to the Crystal, "^ written in a 
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very beautiful small hand, upon a very fine 
piece of yellum, which was sufficient to explain 
that it's use was to summon the spirits, con- 
sulted by the Astrologer, to a conference within 
the Crystal. 

The other Horoscope Manuscripts, which 
Mrs. Pendulum had started from their ancient 
covert, consisted of a continuation of those 
many histories which had been known to that 
very eminent Astrologer, by the numerous 
clients who consulted him. JProm these I have 
already prepared several for the press, enriched, 
as usual, by the information of such persons as 
were acquainted with the times or the circum- 
stances to which they allude ; but I would at 
present call the Reader's attention to one of 
the more extraordinary stories which I found in' 
the oaken casket. It was adorned in the original; 
by the delineation of a Sigil, or Magic Me- 
dal, mentioned and described in the notes, and 
by the figure of a Horoscope : but what was my 
surprise, wJien one of the metal charms^ already 
mentioned, proved to be engraven with the 
very same characters, and to be that hereafter 
spoken of ! When the reader shall have gone 
through the succeeding narrative, he mil dis- 
cover the cause of my astonishment, and 
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will probably be- of min^ Hostesses mind con- 
cerning the Astrologer-s riches, when she re- 
marked, *^ It ^s a' the deiFs sma^ change, and it 
winna stay wi' ony body that does na come to 
his shop ; .for if ye werie to dispone it to a pro- 
fessing money-changer to-night, it wad be a' 
back in Auld Clutie's Treasury there afore the 
morningJ*^ 

It is now a very considerable time since the 
inhabitante of Lombard-street retained any 
fragments of that profession which originally 
gave name to the place in which they dwelt ; 
although there is still so much of their an-- 
cient character extant, that there are yet many 
Bankers who reside there, notwithstanding that 
they have long since ceased to be Goldsmiths, 
and Longobard Merchants. This feature, 
which was perhaps most prominent in the time 
of Elizabeth, began to change it'^s appearance in 
the latter part of the seventeenth century ; and 
in the succeeding one it gradually passed away, 
leaving us now no traces of those many curious 
customs with which it was once connected. In- 
deed, it seems as if a part of an ancient Ban- 
ker's profession had fallen into disrepute ; 
though it may be as much from the want of re- 
ipembering that it was once honourable as from 
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any other cause ; for the Pawnbrokers of the 
present day carry on that traffic, and display 
those ensigns, which a Itnighted Goldsmith of 
Elizabeth's period would not have thought 
himself dishonoured by being connected with. 
Those same golden balls, which now mark the 
receptacles of poverty's superfluities, and on 
which so many bad jokes have been passed, 
once formed the ancient Armorial Ensigns of that 
part of Austrian Italy called Lombardy, and 
they indicated that the person over whose door 
they were suspended, was able either to furnish 
a new service of gold or silver plate, or to ad- 
- vance money on an old one ; to exchange Fo- 
reign for English, and English for Foreign, 
coin ; to supply a young heir with the means 
of continuing his wanton career ; or to riuse for 
the Queen and her Grovemment those sinews of 
war, which should countercheck the richest 
Continental Sovereigns, and give to England's 
fleets and armies the power of bearing her name 
and her thunders to every part of the then 
known "world. Such were the Broggers or 
Brokers who inhabited Lombard-street at a for- 
mer day, and who formed the most wealthy, 
and inhabited one of the most important parti 
of the Metropolis. 
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It was then in the house of Louis Bezant, an 
eminent Merchant-Adventurer, Goldsmith, and 
Banker, who lived, about the year 1745, at the 
sign of the Arms of Lombardy, in Lombard* 
street, that several persons of the family were 
met with joy in their looks, and anticipation in 
their hearts, to witness the return of young 
Edmund Bezant, the eldest son, from America, 
where he had been a resident almost from his 
infancy. The cause of his having been sent to 
that country was briefly as follows : At the 
time of his birth, his father resolved upon hav- 
ing his Nativity carefully calculated ; since, as 
he would sometimes retnark in support of his 
wishes, " Woye look'ye now, if I "d had my for- 
tune told by the stars when I was a younker, 
many and many^s the guinea that I might have 
been worth at this present writing, that^s noV 
gone to Moco, for what can I tell. Why there 
was that affair of Groenwig and Hookengelt, 
for salting fish alive, it could not be less than 
six hundred that I lost upon that : and in Mac- 
Scamp^s project for supplying the Sophy with 
Tents, there went twice as much : not but what 
I 'm warm still, but I 'm determined that my 
boy Edmund shall have a better chance for his 
fortune: — shall have his Nativity cast, I teU'ee, 
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and then if he plays the fool, he does it with 
his eyes open, and so my conscience will be 
easy/' 

It was not difficult, from the numerous ex- 
cellent Astrological Scholars made by Booker, 
Evans, Lilly, and many others, in the seven- 
teenth century, to find an Artist who speedily 
and faithfully drew up young Edmund Bezant's 
Horoscope upon paper ; and a more singular 
combination of virtue and vice, ability and 
weakness, prosperity and misery, was seldom 
inspected by any of them. The judgment of 
his Nativity stated, that "his ten youngest 
years should be peaceful, happy, and virtuous ; 
his youthful ten, weak, frivolous, extravagant, 
and within a step of vice ; and the ten which 
included his manhood, afflicted, gloomy, dis- 
tressing in a very great degree, and terminating 
untimely and unhappily." For all tbese evils 
two causes were pointed out, both of which re- 
sulted from an impetuous ardency of spirit^ 
which the native would possess. In the first 
instance he would be of a disposition, in many 
respects, unfitted for the world, because he 
would hold it's every-day actions and feelings 
in contempt ; imagining to himself an Eutopian 
species of virtue, in which it was impossible any 
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of his fellow-creatures could sympathise : and 
secondly, his misfortunes would arise from an 
insatiate thirst for learning, which, joined to 
an invention of an amazing readiness, and a 
memory unusually retentive, would lead him 
on through many abstruse studies, until at 
length all his powers being worn out, and but 
little edified, they would be lost in a boundless 
sea of useless knowledge, blended with much 
presumption, and not void of guilt. 

** From this wretched state,^ continued the 
judgment of the Nativity, " he will endeavour 
to escape, as men usually do, by flying to the 
opposite extreme, wholly avoiding learning, and 
plunging into the vices, or the pleasures of his 
own time; and here he will meet his ruin. 
One, whose society shall be the delight of hisi 
life, if he be not the rock on which his" soul 
shall split, will, at least, be that where his earth- 
ly peace shall be wrecked, and the cause of his 
early death. The stars and their courses are 
in the hand of a Mighty ruler, and all this may 
not be ; but the caution arising from it is, at all 
events, to be religiously observed. Beware of 
the connections of his youthful days^ 

When this Astrological counsel had been 
read by the old Banker, he was but little satis- 
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fied with the inforiuation it contained ; " for," 
said he, "here's a long sermon upon the boy's 
life and conversation, instead of giving him di- 
rections about lucky and unlucky days. I ex- 
pected to And him told never to deal with a man 
who had red hair, nor to trust one that had a 
Mac at the beginning of his name, or some such 
a thing. Ods burn it now ! how am I to keep 
him out of all these misfortunes f Partridge's 
Almanack would have told me twice as much 
for a quarter of the money that I paid to that 
old Pullplanet for his lecture." 

Now it so fortuned that Mr. Louis Bezant 
had an ancient relative who had been brought 
up in the strictest puritanical customs of the 
preceding century, and to her he communicated 
the Horoscope of the young Edmund. " And 
have you, Cousin," said that venerable lady, 
Mrs. Miriam Fairfax, when they discoursed on 
the subject, " have you been so godless as to 
^k counsel of the Priests of Baal ? Ought 
ye not rather to have desired to have been 
borne upon the mind of some goodly fragment 
of that ancient ministry, which frequently had 
the events of future time revealed unto them, 
when they prayed to understand them ? Did 
pot Mr. George Wisebeort often speak of such 
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things, as no tongue could teach him P and the 
excellent Bernard Gilpin, the Northern Apostle, 
what was not revealed to him ? and the stout 
Alexander Peden, who alone detected the bodily 
presence of Satan, in the midst of the assembly 
to which he was preaching ? And is there not 
in our times the gifted family of the Mathers, 
now settled in the Canaan of these latter days, 
America? Yet without passing across the 
deeps, there is still a prophet even in this city 
of abomination ; there is one who is the true 
son of an English Parliamentary Minister, who 
^rved under that Evangelical Magistrate, 
Cromwell, and who will yet, at my request, 
say words unto thee, and tell thee what thou 
shouldest do.'' 

The Divine to whom Mistress Miriam Fair- 
fax alluded, was the eldest son of one of the 
fiercest pulpit-champions of/ the Protectorate ; 
who having, whilst the Puritans were in power, 
been a persecutor, when the face of matters was 
changed, and the Cavaliers were restored to the 
ascendancy, became one of the persecuted ; and 
who fled with his infant son to the cities which 
were quietly rising along the beautiful banks of 
the Hudson, where primitive simplicity was re- 
stored, and primitive piety took up it's abode 
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in every family. It was there, then, that Alex- 
ander Corsegrave, who partook more of a Hea^ 
then'*s fiery zeal than of a Christian's amiable 
mildness, brought up his son, and died. Even 
in the new world, he strongly evinced that vio- 
lence of disposition which had characterised him 
in the detestable proceedings of the old, by 
being one of the most forward, in the dreadful 
destruction of those many wretched persons who 
were executed from Weathersfield and Boston, 
on the charge of Witchcraft. Corsegrave, in the 
education of his son, remembered only what he 
had suffered in Britain ; and thus endeavoured 
to instil into his inind a hatred for the land of 
bis birth, and to cause him to consider it as one 
devoted to destruction. The young man, how- 
ever, possessed a piety of a purer nature than 
that which animated his father, and he could 
believe that others of a profession different to 
his own, might be virtuous, and even in one of 
the narrow paths ; but he still retained some- 
what of the rigidity of JPuritanism, which in- 
creased when he returned to England after his 
parentis death, and beheld the immeasurable 
disproportion between the religious habits of 
Britain, and those in which he had been edu- 
cated in America. 
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Fervent Corsegrave then, — for the old Pu- 
ritan, according to the custom of his time and 
sect, had exchanged his baptismal name for one 
that expressed his peculiar characteristic, and 
in designating liis son had thus perpetuated the 
circumstance,— Fervent Corsegrave then, was 
the Divine to whom Mistress Miriam Fairfax 
recommended her Cousin, the Banker, to consult 
upon the future fate of his son Edmund. When 
that honest, but unbending, Minister had read 
over the paper which his patroness had put into 
his hands, and had well considered the circum- 
stances which it predicted, he spake as foU 
lows : — 

" Honourable lady, it is not for us, * who 
regard not the winds when we sow, nor the 
clouds when we reap,' to deliver any judgment 
upon the vain and unhappy devices of man to 
find out the future ; yet since I have known 
many lights in a dark generation, who could not 
wholly cast off their belief in the use and truth 
of judicial Astrology, it becomes us to speak 
of it, at the least, with candour. This paper 
seems to have been indited by no vain nor rash 
understanding ; and if, as the wisest of old hath 
said, * He who would seek to know the future 
must first examine the past,' then is the history 
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of man not void of examples similar to the 
events which are here predicted, and by a con- 
tinuation of that reasoning, they may not be 
wholly untrue. Certainly, as the writer hereof 
hath wisely said, the caution to be derived from 
bis observations, may, at all events, be pursued 
with safety* And now, most honourable lady, 
for the better carrying of this into effect, I would 
advise thee to send thy relative, whilst his mind 
is uninfluenced by the vanities of this apostate 
country, to the infant, yet flourishing, seat of 
the Gospel in New England. I have many dear 
friends there who will gladly take the youth, 
and bring him up with the gentlest nurture, and 
the most Christian fedthfulness : hesitate not 
then, thou most pious woman ; for there is 
one Stoutheart Hampden, who hath been of 
late tarrying for a time in Britain, and who 
will depart hence within seven days, to whom 
thou may'^st safely entrust Edmund Bezant, 
and who will conduct him to such as I shall 
provide to be his guardians.'' 

After some difiiculty, Mr. Louis Bezant was 
prevailed upon to part with his son, into the 
charge of the person recommended by Fervent 
Corsegrave, by whom he was to be conveyed to 
one Constant Mallory, then residing at the lit- 
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tie town of Salem, near Boston. For a con- 
siderable time the accounts which arrived from 
New England were satisfactory in a high de- 
gree ; but when the young Edmund was verging 
towards the age of twenty, reports changed, 
and he was represented as being then as wild 
and profligate as he had before been prudent 
and pious. *' He is,^' said the letter which 
brought this melancholy intelhgence, "extra- 
vagantly attached to hunting ; and he is almost 
always out with the native Indians upon their 
hazardous excursions, from which no persuasion 
can restrain him ; nor does he return for many 
days together, so that we are more fearful for 
that society in which he may pass his nights, 
than any of the dangers in which he may be 
involved by day, for the Indians too often prac- 
tise the accursed art of Witchcraft, calling up 
foul spirits to their midnight meetings. There 
is, however, one in this place, (Salem), who hath 
been noted for an extraordinary piety of de- 
meanour, and who is called by the name of Paul 
Hallet, because he was discovered some years 
since by a hunting party near Hallefs Cove, 
and brought thence here, but who hath never 
discovered more of his history ; he, I say, doth 
constantly attend upon the young Edmund, and 
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in respect of this we are somewhat better satis- 
fied. Nevertheless, when we demand of either 
how or where they have passed the night, the 
one will answer, * like an Indian Hunter, in the 
woods ;' and the other will say, * Brethren, be 
satisfied, young Edmund Bezant tarried with 
me.' Seeing then that things are so, it hath 
been thought good by thy friends at Salem, to 
send back thy son in the company and conduct 
of our brother, Paul Hallet/' 

Such, then, was the history of that indivi- 
dual whom the party at the ' Arms of Lom- 
bardy,' were met to receive, and welcome ; and 
which consisted of Louis Bezant the father, 
Adelaide his daughter, whose heart already 
yearned to embrace her brother, though he 
was yet unknown to her ; and Mistress Miriam 
Fairfax, by whose advice he had first departed 
for America. Hour after hour passed, but the 
expected guests came not ; the night drew on, 
and anxiety grew stronger and stronger, until 
at length the heavy sound of coach wheels was 
heard approaching the door, and almost imme- 
diately two strangers entered the room. The 
first of these persons was a tall handsome young 
man, with a deep olive countenance tinctured 
with melancholy, but which was occasionally 
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Ughted up by a bright smile, and Mras some- 
times expressive of a passionate and vindictive 
spirit, by the fire that flashed from his eyes. 
Then again there would appear upon his face as 
void a vacancy as if the soul which animated 
him were departed, or all unstrung; anon it 
would become distorted like a SybiPs in the 
moment of prophecy, or a Witch's at the time 
of incantation ; and then again it would lose all 
it's energies and sink into the deepest melan- 
choly. The other person who stood modestly 
behind the young man, was a tall and thin 
figure, plainly dressed, wholly devoid of colour 
in his face, the features of which were peculiarly 
calm and placid ; yet in the expression of whose 
eyes there was something at once terrific and 
interesting, for stich as Faw them for the first 
time, turned away with a sensation of dread, 
and yet, as by the power of an irresistible spell, 
returned to look again upon what had so lately 
filled them with fear. But it was over the 
younger man that they seemed to possess the 
greatest power ; for it was when he caught their 
glances, that he evinced all those changes of 
feature which have been above describee'. If 
for a moment he thought himself free from 
their inspection, then did his own bright smile 
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enlighten his countenance ; but the moment his 
companion looked upon him, he started with 
horror, and became possessed with all those 
frantic emotions which rendered him so terrible. 

** Edmund ! my boy Edmund !" cried Louis 
Bezant, as his son entered the room. 

« My Father,'' returned the youth, sinking 
into his arms, ^^ what a long and unhappy sepa- 
ration has our's been ! Oh! I conjure you by 
all the ties of affection, if indeed they have not 
been severed by absence, let me not return to 
that dreadful country again, which is haunted 

by the foulest of spirits "^ his voice suddenly 

failed him, he started from his Father's arms, 
looked wildly round upon Paul Hallet, and 
cried with earnestness, " Nay, torment me not 
now, it is before your hour : I will say no more, 
so thou wilt not torment me now." 

Whilst every one looked aghast at these words, 
and turned their eyes upon Hallet for an expla- 
nation of them, he was standing in the same 
calm and serene attitude which he had at first 
assumed; and was looking with a glance of 
compassionate tendernegs upon Edmund. 

" Alas ! unhappy youth," said he at length 
in a placid and not unmusical voice, *^ it is ever 
thus with him; he is always imagining that I 
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wear the form of a tormentor, and that I in- 
crease the unhappy malady with which Satan 
has filled his mind.^ 

'^ Ha ! ha ! hah !^ shrieked Edmund with a 
wild, tarific laugh, ^* thou dost allow then that 
it was he, who in the swamp by Weathersfield 



** I beseech you, honoured friends, regard 
him not," interrupted Hallet, " he accuses him- 
self of a compact with the evil one, and of many 
crimes that exist only in his imagination ; — see, 
now he is calm again." Ashe spake^ the coun- 
tenance of Edmund Bezant became serene, and 
he embraced all his friends with a delight that 
seemed to border upon eestacy ; but the amiable 
features of his sister, he appeared to contem> 
plate with the greatest pleasure, and to listen 
to her voice as if it were a spell that charmed 
him from his misery. 

When he had been welcomed by all the 
family, the old Banker turned to his companion, 
and taking him by the hand, said, ^' Master 
Hallet, as I guess ; many thanks to ye, sir, for 
your friendship to my son. You are welcome 
to old England ; especially if, as I take it, it' ^s 
your first visit.'^ 

"I thank you, honourable sir; howbeit I, 
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have aforetime been in Britain, though many 
years have passed since last I saw it. For your 
son^ I would that I might have done more 
for him, but it was not permitted me ; a pas- 
sionate and ungovernable disposition hath £E>r 
a while overthrown him, but peradventure he 
shall not be utterly destroyed.^ 

^* Ha ! dost thou say so ?^ cried Edmund, 
starting up, ^^ then I will hope, for of thyself 
thou couldst predict no good : my Father, touch 
him not ! look, there is a fearful serpent twining 
around thee, and thou art embracing it's very 
fangs. Go, go to him, my sister, I cannot de» 
fend him ; but thou art pure, and let the power 
of the good angels overcome the spells of the 
wicked one. I am delivered over to them for a 
sea8on,-:-for I — ^I am a Possessed One P 

It was with considerable grief that the Bezant 
family beheld the mind of their young relative 
so unstrung and overclouded : they got him to 
rest, but it was in vain; the fits seldom left 
him, although they often varied their appear* 
ance from melancholy to despair. He would 
sometimes sit and sing, most plaintively, por- 
tions of those exquisitely tender hymns which 
were so well known in the eariier Dissenting 
Churches; and suddenly he would burst out 
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with a wild strain that sounded like a Wizard^s 
incantation, whilst his gestures were no less ter- 
rific, as he would writhe, and exhibit all the 
actions of one under the greatest tortures, al- 
though there were not any outward reason for 
such conduct. During these fits, too, he would 
speak much, in a loud sounding language, which 
none could understand, unless Hallet stood 
near, when he would return him answers in the 
same tongue, and state that he was consoling 
him in the speech of the native Americans. It 
was observed, however, by Adelaide Bezant, on 
whom her brother's malady seemed to make a 
very deep impression, that Paul Hallet «eemed 
to influence him in all things. If he were pre- 
sent and smiled upon Edmund^ then he was 
at rest; if he looked sadly, then, he was plunged 
in melancholy; but if he frowned, then he was 
thrown into the most violent convulsions. She 
also remarked that if she steadfastly regarded 
Hallet, his countenance would change, and that 
her brother would for a while be free. It was 
no less singular, too, that he spake as if that 
per«pn were always near him, whether he was in 
the room or not ; and that if he entered or went 
out of the apartment, young Edmund would 
indicate that he became visible or invisible to 
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every onei but himself. Time passed away 
whilst Adelaide observed all this, but though 
she could not convince any one else of it^s truth, 
yet her affectionate mind had long since con- 
ceived a plan for her brother'^s relief; and 'she 
wanted only some few other points of informa* 
tion to enable her to draw up his melancholy 
case, that she might lay it before Horoscope, 
the Astrologer of Little -Britain. It chanced 
that one day she was sitting with him, revolving . 
in her thoughts the way of procuring from him 
the story of his life in America, when he began 
to sing in a sweet and plaintive voice : — 

^* Come bear me on to my Father's home. 
Thou Jordan so cold and stormy ; 
No longer on Earth my feet would roam. 
If the HeaVens be opening for me." 

" Dear Edmund,'' cried Adelaide, ^* what 
verses are those ?'*' 

" The Dying Saint's Melody," returned he, 
" which used to be sung at Salem when a bro- 
ther was about to quit the flesh. — * Oh !' as one 
said of old, ' that it were with me as in months 
past.' " 

" Were you happy then, Edmund ?'* asked 
his sister. 
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** Yes ! oh yes ! for I knew piety, and I 
knew not Paul Hallet. Well, thou tormenior, 
turn thy face away, and I will sing our wonted 
song when we met at midnight in Weathers- 
field. Oh ! that was merry 1^- 

' The moon is rising red^ and the wind is howling high^ 
And thwe is not seen a starry spark to shine along the 

sky; 
But the mist is on the Dismal Swamps the Forest, and 

the Lake^ 
Then ye Wizards of America awake ! awake ! awake V *' 

^* Oh, my brother T exclaimed Adelaide, 
*' what could you do in such an assembly P'' 

** Ask him,'' said he, pointing to a vacant 
space, '^ him that stands there; he knew my 
unholy thoughts, for he first awakened them 
in my heart, and then gratified them ; he took 
me to the Witches' meeting, and made me a 
Wiz "" 

" No, Edmund, no, that cannot be.'' 

** Cannot be ! why, gid, I could transport 
this dwelling on the wings of .the winds to the 
solitudes of Mannahatta ! for I have power 
enough to do evil, though I cannot dispossess 
myself." 
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" Then turn to your hymns again, my dear* 
est Edmund, they will dispossess you.'' 

" Why, aye, there were other verses that I 
knew before I fell : — 

' There 's one for my cold remains will care. 

When mouldering they shall he lying; 
And huild them up like an angel fair. 

In a heauty which knows not dying. 
Then over the waters of death away^ 

When the Lord to my rest shall take me ; 
The Sepulchre's sleep may he dark and deep^ 

But. I shall to glory wake me. 



9 »» 



" Believe it, my brother, believe it,'* said 
Adelaide, fervently; " this is but a shadow, un- 
der which you are passing, to come out of it 
into greater brightness." 

" Aye, but I have sinned, deeply sinned i I 
fell through passion, and by frequently calling 
upon the Fiend in my fits of wrath, he hath 
taken possession of me. I desired to look into 
his accursed arts, and I have fallen !" 

It was after this confession, which afibrded 
Adelaide some little L'ght as to the cause of 
Edmund Bezant's unhappy malady, that she 
committed the whole of her information to 
writing, and took it with a copy of the scheme 
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of his Nativity to Ptolemy Horoscope, who for 
some time gazed on it in sadness and in silence, 
but at length thus spake. 

*^ You have done wisely ,^ my daughter, in 
bringing this case before me. I can afford you 
relief, for in three days I will frame thee a pow- 
erful Sigil, of virgin gold, which shall be in- 
scribed with certain sacred names; and which, 
when hung about the neck of the Possessed 
One, shall drive the evil spirit far from him. 
But then he must live piously, and repent fer- 
vently, for this, though a potent^ is but a se^ 
condary, influence ; yet must he on no account 
lose the Sigil, for then will the Fiend return 
with redouUed rage. Let all this be done with 
secrecy.'' 

According to his promise the Astrologer 
acted, and the same hour that the Sigil was 
given to Edmund his fits departed ; while^ 
what was still more remarkable, Paul Hallet 
came soon after to take leave of the elder Be- 
zant, and stating that he was *^ compelled to 
leave him," immediately quitted the hou^e. 

It was some years subsequent to these cir- 
cumstances, when they were no longer spoken 
qf,<— for to Edmund the memory of all his past 
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sufferings had entirely left his mind, — that Mrs. 
Miriam Fairfax accidentally discovered Horos- 
cope's golden Sigil hanging at his breast. Upon 
enquiring of him as to it's signification, he 
stated, that his sister had placed it round his 
neck about ten years back, as a preservative 
from evil spirits. 

'* A preservative from evil spirits !** ejacu- 
lated Mrs. Fairfax, with anger, ** the word of 
God in your heart, Cousin, would be better a 
thousand times. Ten years back, why that was 
when the godly Paul Hallet left us, after he 
had cured your possession : which, that thought- 
less one, your Sister, will, I warrant me, attri- 
bute to this idolatrous piece of graven gold. 
She is for opposing Satan's shield to Satan'^s 
sword; but that may not be, Mr. Corsegrave,^' 
continued she to that Minister, who was stand- 
ing by. 

" Most honourable Lady, no;" returned he, 
" for albeit our diseases are of the Devil, our 
medicaments must be of God. Cast it off, then, 
my young friend, and believe me thou shalt be 
under surer protection than if thou had^st a 
thousand Sigils: Satan may well refrain from 
hurting, where he sees his own mark already 
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placed.** Overcome by their persuasions, Ed- 
mund took the Medal from his neck, and as he 
did sO| Paul Hallet entered the room ! and at- 
tempted to seize it, but ere he could touch it, it 
was gone, and no one knew by what means ! 
When his guardian had thus mysteriously de- 
parted^ his fits of possession again seized young 
Bezant with increased rage, and with all the 
appearance of deadly convulsions, *^ My hour 
of departure is arrived,** said he, ^^ and I shall 
be for ever free from the tyranny of Paul Hal- 
let.** 

" Call me not by that name,** replied the 
stranger ; " Fervent Corsegrave, look upon thy 
father !*'— 

** JIfy father r* exclaimed Corsegrave in ter- 
ror, *' he died and was buried in New Eng- 
land!" 

*' True,** said the appearance ; " but his 
spirit hath no rest, because of his crimes ; it 
hath wandered over the earth which he disho- 
noured by his cruelty, and deceived by his hy- 
pocrisy ; and it hath been used as the instru- 
ment of punishing' and instructing one, who 
would else have fallen to destruction: of teach- 
ing others, that the very means they take to 
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avoid what God hath pre-determined, are often 
the readiest for their accomplishment. Fare- 
well i ye shall see me no more, but let my 
permitted appearance affright you from my 
sms. 

As he spake these words he ceased to be visi- 
ble^ without any flash of light, or sign of vanish- 
ing, but disappeared suddenly and instanta- 
neously ; whilst at the same moment^ with a 
smile of angelic beauty qq his cheek, the soul of 
the Possessed One left his body. 
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KILLCROP THE CHANGELING 

A LEGEND OF PICK-AXE STREET. 



From thence a Faery thee unweeting reft 

« « • • • • 

And her base Eliin-brood there for thee left : 

Such^ men do Changelings caU^ so changed by Faeries' 

theft. 

Spenser. 

I did see and touch such a changed childe ; — ^he had 
his eies^ and all members like another childe : he did 
nothing but feed, and would eat as much as two clowns, 
or threshers^ were able to eate. When one touched it> 
thfti it cried out ; when any evil happened in the house> 
then it laughed and was joyful ; but when all went well, 
then it cried and was very sad. 

Luthee's Table-Talk. 



Almost ever since the world began, and it 
will doubtless be so until it^s conclusion, there 
has been an arduous conflict between Man and 
Time ; wherein the latter has always prevailed, 
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either at an earlier or a later period. In some 
instances, indeed, he has not permitted the de- 
vices of his opponent to stand even for a brief 
season ; but, by filling the minds of many men 
with an invincible love for old customs, and an 
equal hatred to new ones, he has created for 
himself a party in the forces of his enemy, and 
their cause has consequently beeit relinquished 
as weak and untenable. In nothing is this 
more perfectly seen than in the changes of the 
Metropolis, for here we often want to shift the 
scene before Time is ready for us. It is true, 
we may clear away old and ruinous houses ; pull 
down, and erect ; exalt Hog-lane into Worship- 
street, and glorify the promenade of St. Antho- 
ny's pigs with the name of Old Broad-street ; 
but all this will not do ; we have gained no- 
thing ; for they who knew them by their former 
titles, will still delight in using them. A 
thousand Crockerj/s are to be found every day, 
who lament our improvements ; who cry for the 
dirty alleys of their youth, and execrate the 
" Hot-el'^ which supplants " the pump where 
all the little boys used to wash.**^ 

The scene of Ptolemy Horoscope'^s next story, 
led me to these reflections ; for, upon searching 
the authorities of his time to procure additional 
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touches for my scenery, I found them most sin- 
gularly divided in their records; some of a 
much later period naming the place as he did, 
while several of an earlier date preserved the 
more modern appellation ; and this I take to 
have arisen from the causes already detailed. 
In the year 1748, before the City-waUs were 
generally removed, and when several portions of 
the embattled bulwark with it^s high towers 
were yet remaining, that part of the plain old- 
fashioned road leading from Barbican to the 
Bars, by Faun's-alley, was denominated Pick- 
Axe street ; in which ominously-sounding part 
of London, there was an old house, long since 
destroyed, which had, at a former period, been 
inhabited by one Jonah Gumphion, an eminent 
Undertaker, who displayed what he denominat- 
ed the sign of " Both Ends,'' in two large 
wooden models of a Cradle and Coffin, which 
swung different ways above liis door. 

For the house itself, it was in general built 
•of brown bricks, though round the windows 
were rich borders of red ones, and some parts 
of the erection were garnished with white stone. 
Jonah Gumphion deceased in debt at the con- 
clusion of his lease; and the tenement which 
he occupied being part of a property then wait- 
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ing an award of the Court of Chancery, in the 
cause of ** Clutch versus Readyclaw;*" neither 
party paid any regard to the state of the habi- 
tation, and thus it daily grew less worth dis* 
puting about. The windows, in which many 
of the panes were lost or fractured, became 
darker and darker by time, and dust, and cob- 
webs; the tiled penthouse over the shop fell 
into decays and the tiles themselves fell into the 
street ; the shop-window was shut up, but the 
shutters were broken and mouldering away ; 
the narrow door, covered with a ten years' 
soil, looked as if it had not been unclosed for 
ages; and a cloud of obscurity hid the once 
white and richly traced fanlight which appear- 
ed above it. 

About the time that Horoscope'^s story com- 
mences, the building presented this lamentable 
spectacle, and many and terrible were the re- 
ports concerning it; for the common people 
believe, that to shut up an house and leave it to 
decay is as sure to generate fairies, goblins, and 
spirits, in the deserted chambers ; as the keep- 
ing in of a glass-house fire for an hundred 
years, is to produce a Salamander in the ashes. 
Added to this argument it was urged, that the 
last occupant was one who was familiar with 
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death ; that he had received many a corpse 
into his dwelling; that it was very probable 
that some of them had returned ; and finally, 
that it certainly was so. All this had no tri« 
fling effect on the character of the building; 
and the haunted house of Pick-Axe-street was 
so well known throughout the neighbourhood, 
that every one prophesied, that to whichever 
of the two contending parties the property 
should be decreed, they would find it of little, 
or of no, value, since they could neither inhabit 
it themselves, nor would any one else venture 
to lodge in it, though it were offered rent- 
free. 

The consideration of these points led the le- 
gal advisers of Messieurs Clutch and Beady- 
claw to persuade their clients, conjointly, to 
advertise for some bold and adventurous per- 
son to reside in Mr. Gumphion'^s vacant resi- 
dence, until their suit should be decided ; to 
which, as it was but too evident, that such a 
consummation was even yet at a very distant 
period, they with some difliculty consented ; 
and the following advertisement accordingly 
came forth in the Postman. 

" This is to give notice, that if any person 
will undertake to lodge for a time in the dilapi- 
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dated house known by the sign of Both EndSf 
of late in the occupation of Mr. Jonah 6um- 
phion, Undertaker^ deceased^ No. 107) Pick- 
Axe->street, nigh unto the Three Cups Inn ; he 
shall be found in all provisions and furniture, 
and rewarded for his trouble. And 'tis not to 
be believed what many people say concerning 
this place, for such reports are idly and imper- 
tinently raised by ignorant or interested indi- 
viduals ; but ^tis recommended that none ap* 
ply but a bold and undaunted person, who 
will not be intimidated from his purpose in liv- 
ing there. More particulars may be known of 
Mr. Zaccheus Demur, Attorney, in Furnival's- 
Inn, Holbourn ; or of Mr. Moses Mortmain, 
Attorney, of New-Inn, behind St; Clement's; 
Solicitors in the Cause of Clutch against Rea- 
dyclaw, in Chancery, for whom this offer is 
made.^ 

The peace of Aix-la-Chapelle, which took 
place in the October of 1748, causing the crew 
of the Devourevy a first-rate Man-of-War, to 
be paid off, one of these disbanded veterans, 
was an ancient and valiant Mariner, called Noah 
Fluke. In the sea-fight off Toulon, which took 
place four years previously, of which he was 
both an active and triumphant eye-witness, his 
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faithful friend and superior officer, Lieutenant 
Hartwell, had died in his arms, whilst recom- 
mending his widow and infant son to his pro- 
tectjon, and without consulting any other feel- 
ing than his grief for his patron's death, and 
the warmth which he felt about his heart when 
the request was made, Fluke readily engaged to 
become their friend, **and d'ye see me, bro- 
ther,^ he would say, when relating the cir- 
cumstance, ^* who so fitting as I, that had 
known him from the time he was as high as 
a handspike? and somehow, methought he 
weighed his anchor more cheerily, when I 'd 
given him my hard hand, in token of promise 
like.^ 

Fluke, when he returned to England, which 
was but for a very short period, found the 
Lieutenant's Widow so deeply affected by her 
loss, that it was evident that half his charge 
would soon be at an end. He gave her the 
best consolation in his power, although it was 
somewhat of the roughest ; but to this, he 
added his own prize-money, with whatever 
other wealth he possessed, in the most delicate 
manner he was able, and then left her with an 
exhortation *^ to keep her helm hard up against 
sorrow ;" and the assurance that ^^ whilst Noah 
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Fluke bad his head above water, there was a 
pilot for her and her little one to the end of 
life's voyage." 

When the honest-hearted sailor next came 
back, which was not until the Devouret was 
paid off, as already stated, he found that the 
Lieutenant's Widow had gone to her long 
home, about a twelvemonth previous ; leaving 
her Son in the care of the persons with whom 
she had resided, until Fluke should return to 
take the charge upon himself. A few lines 
written but a short time before the dissolution 
of Matilda Hartwell, were presented to the old 
Mariner, who wetted the paper through with 
his tears, and then spent the rest of his affec- 
tion and grief in embracing little Basil, who 
held his hand and received his rough caresses^ 
with all the delighted confidence of the most 
artless childhood. Though Fluke during a 
long service at Sea had become possessed of 
some property, yet it was but little to support 
himself and the son of his old officer ; the Wi- 
dow had left nothing but her prayers and* bles- 
sings for her child and his protector ; the Wars 
were over, and the means which had formerly 
filled the seaman's purse were no longer effi- 
cient; besides, some wounds, especially those of 
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Time, had greatly unfitted him for active em- 
ployment; while his young companion had al- 
ready with the sweetest endearments twined so 
about his heart, that he could not summon up 
resolution to leave him. In truth little Basil 
was a most engaging infant, or rather child, for 
he was of that age, when the inability of in- 
fancy is lost in the expanding powers of child- 
hood ; and the weeping April of the earliest 
hours of life, had passed over into the glad, se- 
rene May of it's opening years. 

It was at this period, when old Fluke found 
his affection for his charge every day increasing, 
and when he w^ every day becoming more 
anxious concerning his future support, that the 
advertisement in the Postman already mention- 
ed, caught his attention, and in this manner he 
reflected upon it. 

** Why, what have we here ? — * if any per- 
son will undertake to lodge — ^"lapidated house,' 
— aye, why, what then ? plenty of people ready 
and willing, — No fear, no fear ; — * found in 
their rations,^ — why what are the lubbers spell- 
ing after ?— Oh ! here's the breaker a-head, I 
see, — ^ not to be believed what many people 
say,'— -noi, no, by Greorge ! the world's full of 
lies :— ^ recommended, — none apply, but a bold 
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and undaunted,' — I 'm off,— crowd all sail, 
Devil a thing do I fear, — Man or Hobgoblin ! 
—So I weigh anchor directly, — Stay, what port 
though ? — Oh ! Mr. Zaccheu&— Why then here 
goes, Furnivars-Inn a-hoy !" 

Notwithstanding the frequent appearance of 
this advertisement, no person had as yet ap- 
plied to either of the Solicitors, at all qualified 
to discharge the office of residing in the Haunt* 
ed House of Pick- Axe-street, and Mr. Demur, 
with considerable honesty, stated to Fluke all 
that had been invented and reported concern- 
ing it. 

When the old Sailor had calmly heard him 
out, he said, ^^ Well, brother, mayhap all this 
be true, and mayhap it arVt, to which last I 
incline : but, d 'ye see me, I \e been at sea ever 
since i;I was as tall as a cookVkettle, and I was 
never afraid yet, though to be sure I Ve met 
with some devildoms in my time, for the Old 
One's at work upon the water as well as on the 
land. But all that's neither here nor there: 
I '11 take watch in the old Undertaker's cabin, 

and d e ! but I '11 keep a clear ship of every 

thing, whether it has two legs or four." 

"Well but, Mr. Fluke," interrupted the 
Lawyer, " a man for such a situation shouId.be 
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pious as IV ell as brave, and excuse me if I offend, 
but you — ^ 

** Avast heaving, Master Scrivener, I don't 
pretend to be a Parson any more than my 
neighbours, but you don^t know the heart of a 
SaQor; why look ye, brother, a man that's 
always in danger ar'n't such a fool as to be 
one of your wicked ones ; for, d 'ye see me, the 
best ship may start, a plank, and the fairest 
wind blow up a storm. But howsomever, I 'U 
walk yOur deck in Pick-Axe-street, as I said 
heretofore, if you '11 enter me. As for any 
thing of this world, I don't fear it a rope's end, 
for 1 11 give 'em as good as they bring, and so 
let 'em look to it ; and as for any thing from the 
other, d'ye mind me, why the Great Com- 
mander of all is too good to let aught appear to 
hurt or disturb an old faithful Sailor, and his 
young innocent Orphan." 

The Solicitor objected no farther, but con- 
cluded the engagement with Fluke, who was to 
remove immediately to his new dwelling, which 
wai^ furnished with as many conveniences as 
could be hastily got together ; though all of 
Mr. Guimphion's property which time had not 
destroyed, was yet remaining in the apart- 
ments. 
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It might be supposed that young Basil Hart- 
well would have been much alarmed at the 
prospect of inhabiting so terrible an abode; 
but no, the nund of that child seemed animated 
by a soul which was not of earth ; a gentle- 
ness so angelic that the old Mariner would 
sometimes say, an evil spirit could not remain 
where that blessed little one was ; an innocence 
so pure and so lovely, that he seemed to re- 
present what the children of men might have 
been, had they been born in Paradise ; and he 
placed so sincere a love and confidence upon his 
rpugh, but almost doting, foster-father, that he 
would not have feared to have ventured into the 
wildest dangers, provided it were by the side of 
old Noah Fluke. Added to all this, he was as 
beautiful a creature as lived under heaven : the 
fairest flaxen hair, light laughing blue eyes^ 
and all those features which have been attri- 
buted to youthful loveliness, were to be found 
in Basil Hartwell. 

Although Fluke, to use his own expression, 
was ^^ Captain, Cook, and Loblolly4>oy,^ in 
Pick- Axe-street, yet the little Basil never com- 
plained of loneliness ; indeed an additional glad- 
ness of heart seemed to have taken possessibn 
oC him since they had resided there. He would 
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sing to his beloved protector all his little child- 
ish songs, or amuse him with his infantile his- 
tories; and if perchance he were for a short 
time left alone, he would roam about the house 
and through it^s ruined chambers carolling the 
same stanzas, or sit laughing at the gay scenes 
which presented themselves to his youthful fan- 
cy. In his night-visions too, the child would 
express his joy aloud, for then he said that he 
conversed with a number of *' pretty ladies 
dressed in bright green, who lived in a beautiful 
garden full of flowers and fountains r'^ these 
personages, he added, would sometimes appear 
to him when he was alone in the day-time, and 
court him to go along with them; but that 
whenever his father entered the room, they all 
went away and he could not find them. Old 
Fluke knew not well what to make of this story; 
for as he was not versed in popular supersti- 
tions, he was not aware that the Fairies, when 
they fix their afiections on a mortal, ever select 
the most lovely in feature, and the most an- 
gelic in mind, whom they endeavour to allure 
to their society, by exhibiting all the glittering 
but deceitful pleasures of their green Island. 
Woe unto the unhappy wretch who is seduced 
by them! for false and fleeting as are all the 
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enjoyments of this world, those of the Fairy- 
world are much more so ; and the victim they 
have gained must for years remain a prisoiier 
in it''s scenes of gaudy mockery, unless some 
undaunted friend have the firmness and bravery 
to attempt his rescue. 

There was on the first floor of the hpuse in 
Pick-Axe-street, a room of large dimensions, 
and grand, but old-fashioned, fittings-up ; 
which, while in the possession of Mr. Gumphion, 
had been used as a state funeral apartment, and 
several of his richly-carved sconces were still 
hanging upon the walls. The cornice and lowei 
sides of the room were formed of dark-brown 
wainscot, but the greater part of it was covered 
with a light-green paper, having a large pattern 
printed upon it, in flock of a deeper shade. 
The floor was inlaid in octagonal pieces of oak, 
and the ample curtains which hung mouldering 
round the darkened windows, were of heavy- 
green damask, of which also were formed > the 
cushions of the antique mahogany chairs. As 
this apartment was much too large for the re- 
sidence of Noah Fluke and Basil, it was aban- 
doned to decay ; but the door being unfastened, 
the child took a particular delight in wandering 
into what he called the " pretty green room," 
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and in contemplstting it's richness ; although ffo 
any one else, it sent that cold chill to the heart, 
which arises i'rom viewing a desolate state- 
chamber. 

It chanced that one sunny horning in the 
spring, little Basil withdrew singing merrily up 
to the gFeen apartment, whence old Fluke, to 
his great surprise, still continued to hear the 
chaunt in louder, and even in sweeter tones than 
those of his foster-son. His surprise, however, 
was soon increased, and his fears greatly excited, 
when suddenly a heavy fall, succeeded by a 
loud and piercing shriek from Basil, sounded 

irom the chamber ! In his youngest and most 
Stive days. Fluke never obeyed a command 
with such rapidity as he followed the cry df his 
young companion : hastily seizing his cutlass, 
and striding up four s^tairs at a time, he rushed 
into the room, and beheld the form of his little 
friend stretched lifeless on the floor ! 

Flinging down the weapon in an ^gony of 
terror, and kneeling upon one knee, he raised 
the body on the other ; but what was his hor- 
ror, to behold the beautiful features which he 
had so loved to look upon, distorted by strong 
convulsions. Those bright aziire eyes were be- 
come pale and glazed, and were staring wildly 
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upon vacancy ; the plump glowing cheeks were 
changed to a . sallow hue, and had so much 
fallen in, that the mouth, drawn back and ex- 
tended at the sides, pointed outward like that of 
a fox, whilst it was also open with a malignant 
smile. Even the hair and form of little Basil 
were equally changed ; for in place of the long 
flowing golden locks, which hung around his 
head, tlie creature whom Fluke now beheld, 
had coarse red hair, matted in streaming flakes ; 
and the youthful symmetry of young Hartwell 
was exchanged for a tall and gaunt form, the 
joints of which were out of all proportion to tile 
rest of it's body. 

When the old Mariner had beheld all this,"^ 
loud and vehement were his cries for his " own 
brave b^j;^;" and frequent were his execrations 
against the devils who had conveyed him away. 
The thing which he now saw filled him with 
horror, and so great was his disgust, that he 
would instantly have quitted the house, and all 
his prospects of employment, had not the hope 
of recovering Basil induced him to remain. But 
terrible, indeed, was the society of that Change- 
ling, with whom he now associated. It never 
spake, but wherever Fluke turned, there it was 
before his eyes, grinning, mocking, and staring 
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wildly upon him : and if perchance the old 
Sailor gave vent to his fury and distress in 
words, and called the being beside him an imp, 
and Elf-child, or whatever else rose in his mind, 
these grimaces became ten times more terrible 
and disgusting. When he had prepared his 
meals^ all desire for which had left him, the 
Changeling sat opposite to him, devoured 
every thing that appeared upon the table, and 
then uttered strange and inarticulate sounds for 
more. In this terrific society passed the, day 
and the following night ; but the next morning, 
Fluk^ determined to carry his spectral compa- 
nion to a celebrated German Doctor, who kept 
the " Dragon Overthrown,*** in Barbican. 

Friedrich Von Drenschendrugger Von Fi- 
nischmann, was a short stout figure, usually 
dressed in an old scarlet coat and waistcoat, 
which were ornamented with faded gold em- 
broidery ; and wore upon his head within doors 
a crimson velvet night-cap, which was exchang- 
ed, when he visited, for a very large white wig, 
lined with blue silk, and surmounted by a small 
cocked-hat, bound with gold. But it was his 
boots which were the greatest rarity, surpassing 
all the modern fashions of Jockey, Wdlington, 
Blucher, or Masquerade; they were of broad 
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dimensions, especially at the tops, where they 
were bound with narrow edging of tarnished siU 
ver plate : and in addition to all this splendour, 
the Doctor also carried a long gold-headed am- 
ber cane ; whilst out of his coat-pockets, were 
usually seen the necks and labels of two large 
bottles of his own " Vital Elixir of the Moon,'' 
which he introduced upon all occasions, and re- 
commended for all diseases. 

As I have already most scrupulously set 
down the authorities which have furnished me 
with these characteristic descriptions of the per- 
sons mentioned in the Astrologer^s narratives, I 
should in this place observe, that in the present 
tale, I have had two very accurate and able as- 
sistants. The one was Mr. Sebastian Thump, 
the German Gold-beater of the Hand and 
Hammer in Little-Britain, who supplied me 
with the foregoing portrait of his celebrated 
friend and countryman, Dr. Von Finischmann; 
whilst for several curious recollections of Noah 
Fluke, I am indebted to an ancient Mariner, 
named Hiram Squaresail, who fought under 
Admiral Vernon at Porto-Bello. When I knew 
him, he was laid up in ordinary at Greenwich ; 
though sunshiny weather and a holiday would 
often induce him to cruise to London on a visit 
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to Mrs. Pendulum ; and I was not a littb grati- 
fied when I found that he was actually a mess- 
mate of old Fluke, and could verify tins narnu 
tive from his own lips. 

But to return to our history. To this German 
Hippocrates, then, Fluke led his supernatural 
companion ; and not a little surprise was ex- 
pressed by Finischmann at the dreadful appear- 
ance of the Changeling, and the recital of the 
Mariner'^s story. 

" Herm den himmel V ejaculated the Doctor, 
" you shall take him out of mine house; it is 
ein Eillcrop, like as I have seen in de Castle o{ 
de Baron von Bloosterboogle, at Krakkentooth, 
in mine own land. I will not let you stay ; — 
Der loben den Herrn ! — I shall be frighted out 
of mine wits. — Engel den meine !— as I am 
honest man and goot Doctor, it is ein Wech- 
selbald ! — Dat is what you call ein Teufel-kind, 
—ein EHeinergeist, *— Gott vornehmlich ! — I 
cannot tell you what it is; — you schauntreH, 
why does you not take away dat klein fend ? — 
I tell you it is Eillcrop der Changeling, der 
Teufel des Pick-Axe-street !'' 

" Why aye, brother, I believe youVe right," 
answered Fluke, " but I came to you for sail- 
ing-orders, and here you 're tot sending me off 
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to sea without theopu Come, shut your i|iouth> 
and open your medicine-chest, and give thi& 
Killcrop, as you call him, a spell of your craft." 

** Der Teufel !" replied the German, starting 
back* ^' I doQB not make: physics for geisters, 
and thors, and Killcrops ; I does desires dat 
you will get you both out of mine house/' 

^^ And what am I to do with this hobgob- 
lin ?^ returned Fluke. 

" Whatever you likes,'' said the alarmed 
V<Mi Finischmann, "only you shall take him 
out of mine sights. Der Himmel ! I vonders 
when I was ever see any thing so terrible ; — 
Bab ! Bah ! I was forget your old man, as you 
call alte Bootsknecbt ; I shall tell you, dat in 
eine gasse, dat ist eine street of Littel Briteine, 
you shall fint what you call ein Stem-denter^ 
dat ist ein Astrologer, and be shall tell you 
what to do," 

" Thankye, Master Doctor, thankye, I '11 be 
in his wake with this Flying-Dutchman in the 
reefing of a foresail. But what does he call 
his ship, and who 's captain, eh^ brother ?" 

" Aha ! der nahm des manns, — as you was 
call, — he ist mein goot frent,-^he is call Tolemee 
Horoskope, and he waii liven at der zeichen, 
as you was call a sign, of der Globe und der 
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Comet. — Now I does desires dat you schall 
go,— Donner und Blitzen ! — der Teufel ! — 
Hagel ! "^ 

*• Well, well, brother,'' answered Fluke, 
"I'm off/ so good morning t' ye and many 
thanks for your advice, we shall speak ship? 
again sometime." 

The Sailor and his spectral companion, who 
had evinced a thousand malicious goblin tricks 
during this conference, now departed for Little- 
Britain ; but great was the reluctance and oppo- 
sition which the Changeling exhibited to such a 
proceeding, and it was by mdn force only, that 
Fluke dragged him into the Astrologer's house. 
The moment that Horoscope beheld the crea- 
ture, he raised his hand to Fluke, who was 
about to relate his story, and said : 

**-01d man, I know your desires, but speak 
not a word till I give you permission. Parable, 
lead this child into my study and turn the key : 
and, dost hear ? no prattling, if thou would 'st 
not have a legion let loose upon thee ! — Now, 
friend, thy story.** 

Fluke then related in his own peculiar man- 
ner all that has already been told, and con- 
cluded, by intreating of the Astrologer, to point 
out some means whereby he should be relieved 
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from his unearthly companion and recover his 
own Basil. Horoscope stated in reply, that the 
boy had been seduced away by Fairies, who had 
left in his place one of their own Elf-children ; 
and that there was but one way to* be pursued 
for the reversing of the spell, which required 
considerable courage and perseverance. 

" This day,' said the Astrologer,' " is one of 
the four great divisions of the year, upon all of 
which men have power over Fairies ; and it is 
moreover the holy season of our Lady's Annun- 
ciation. Thou must then immediately go to 
those dark and marshy fields which lie to the 
North -East of this place in Finsbury, and pre- 
pare thee a grave ; in which at night-time thou 
must place the Changeling, repeating such a 
spell as I shall give thee. All this must be 
done alone ; and alone and in silence thou must 
watch through the night, with thy back to- 
wards the grave. If these ceremonies be faith- 
fully performed, when the first rays of the sun 
shall cast thy shadow upon the ground, look 
upon the grave, and thy Basil shall be restored: 
but if the least point be omitted, another quar- 
ter of a year must pass ere this spell can be re- 
peated. Go now, prepare the grave, and at night 
come hither for thy Elf-child and the spell." 
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Fluke departed, after thanking the Astrolcx- 
ger, and promising the strictest attention to his 
instructions. Having prepared the grave, he 
passed the remainder of the day in refreshing 
himself for his night's watching, and about the 
hour of nine he went to Horoscope's for his 
charge, taking with him a dark lanthom and his 
cutlass. 

The Changeling and the old Mariner were 
soon on the road to Finsbury-fields ; which, at 
the time of this history, spread in marshy wild- 
ness on either side of what is now called the 
pavement, leaving only a long lane, guarded with 
low hedges, passing between them, though the 
place is now occupied by splendid shops and state- 
ly dwelling-houses. Fluke^s first care was to lay 
the Elf in the grave, and. much was he surprised 
to find him passive and comparatively gentle, to 
what he had formerly seen him ; and then, 
holding up the lanthom to Horoscope's written 
instructions, he read over the Changeling the 
following Spell. — 

" Receive, O Earth !— O Virgin Earth ! 
This Elf within thy narrow hed ; 
And raise to life with second hirth. 
That heauteous form so lately fled. 
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Throughout the lughty-^throughout the nighty 
Mine eye^ nhajl watch> xsdae heart shall grieve^ 

But the 0rst rays of golden lights 
Those tears^ those sorrows shall relieve. 

'Tis done! — in darkness works the Spell, 
No mortal sight that work may see ; 

But mom shall prov« it wrought full well. 
And give my Basil back to me.'* 

Having uttered these lines, Fluke wrapped 
himself in his watch-coat, unsheathed his cut- 
lass, and then, turning his back to the grave, 
and to the East, sat down in much anxiety of 
mind upon a mound of earth. The night which 
followed was dark) fearful, and tempestuous y 
the lightning, and rain, and wind were continu- 
ally in motion, and with the storm there seemed 
to mingle shouts from the grave, and sometimes 
he heard^ or thought he heard, several voices, 
with singing, and with laughter. Then again it 
would seem as if a procession passed him on 
horseback, with the bridle-bits and stirrups 
ringing loudly and merrily; but though the 
gloom of the midnight was too deep for dis- 
cerning any thing through it, the old Mariner 
actually imagined that he saw a shadowy train 
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ride by him, one of which bore something be- 
fore him on his siEiddle-bow. When it had pass- 
ed, a blaze of light seemed to burst out of the 
grave, followed by such strange sounds of 
mourning and shouting, that the honest Sailor 
could scarcely refrain from turning round to 
look upon it ; but the remembrance of Horo- 
scope's words made him resist the tepiptation. 

Towards morning a deep sleep fell upon him, 
from which he woke not till the sun^s beams 
cast his shadow on the ground before him. He 
rose in a moment and rushing to the spot where 
the grave was, he found instead of it a small 
mound of the most beautiful green turf, with 
little Basil Hartwell lying upon it asleep, and 
as lovely as when he was conveyed to Fairy- 
land. Words cannot express Fluke's joy as he 
elapsed the boy to his bosom and departed. 
The same morning also, to increase his happi- 
ness, and set all his future fears at rest, the 
payment of a very large sum of prize-money, 
which had long been litigated, put an end to 
his continuing a resident in The Haunted 
House in Pick- Axe-street. 
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THE COCK LANE GHOST 
A LEGEND OF SNOW HILL. 



A flatterer with a fleering countenance; his talk 
always full of wondering^ interjections^ and Superlative 
titles^ accompanied with such an excess of good words^ 
as people generally use in their design to cover some- 
things and to gain admittance under a disguise. 

Pqckle's Club. 

He so intreateth this serious and terrible matter 
of Spirites^ that now and then insertyng some strange 

4 

stories of counterfeyts, doth both very lyuely display 
their falsehood^ and also not a little recreate his reader : 
and yet in the ende he so aptly condudeth to the pur- 
pose^ that his hystories seeme not idle tales^ or imper- 
tinent vagaries^ but very truethes, naturally falling 
vnder the compasse of his matter. 

. Translator's Address to Lavatbrus of 

Ghostes and Spikites Walking by 

Nyght. — 1572. 



ViTTOBio Alfieri, — ** the great name of 
this age/' — has wittily said, that " it is the turn 
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of a feather whether a day shall prove memo- 
rable or ridiculous ;*^ and the truth of this ob- 
servation must have been noticed by all men^ 
but especially by those who lead a literary life. 
Thus, there are days, in which we promise 
ourselves to do more than ever was done upon 
any one day before ; and there are seasons when 
we set ourselves, as Johnson said, " doggedly 
to work," not expecting the slightest interrup- 
tion to our labours, when, lo ! an event occurs 
which discomposes all our well-studied arrange- 
ments, drives all our good intentions from us^ 
and a time of industry is often thus lost, which 
may not speedily return. I doubt not that 
every studious persckn is well convinced of the 
truth of this ; and to myself a circumstance of 
such a nature happened some time since, which 
I shall now repeat, as it is closely connected 
with the events of the ensuing narrative. 

It was one of those bright mornings in De- 
cember, — the rays of which sometimes surprise 
us by dissipating for a few hours the mists of 
the Metropolis, — that faintly lightened the 
gloom of Little Britain, and gilded, with a 
pallid radiance, the old Astrologer^s chambers. 
I had drawn my writing-table close up to the 
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window, for your pent-up London author loves 
when he can to seat him in the sunshine; 
my books of reference were arranged ; and I 
was already deep in the preparation of one 
of Ptolemy Horoscope^s astonishing histories, 
when, as 



" — thus I debated^ in reverie centered. 
An acquaintance, — a friend^ as he call'd himself> — 

enter'd : 
A fine-spoken, underbred fellow was he/' 

by name Polycarp Hickeringill, a brazen pup- 
py, who I at length recollected once sat next 
me at supper, at the house of Mr. Abraham 
Buckskin, an eminent Currier, who kept the 
Esau and Roebuck in Little Britain, and of 
whom honourable mention is made in another 
place. 

" Mr. Sylvanus Beauclerk," began my lo- 
quacious visitor in a familiar impudent strain, 
" I have the honour to be your very humble 
servant; pray how^s our mutual friend the 
worthy Mr. Buckskin? — ^hope I don't disturb 
you here; you can write or study on, you 
know ; never mind me, I can talk to you all 
the same, and hold your ink-bottle. But as I 
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was a saying, our mutual friend, Mr. Buckskin, 
is quite enchanted to think you've become a 
member of our Club.'^ 

« Your Club, Sir r said I, with a rueful 
stare of astonishment, ^^ I am at a loss to ima- 
gine which of my poor merits can have pro- 
cured me such an honour : I join no societies 
in my own neighbourhood, make but few visits, 
and, I think, have had the pleasure of seeing 
you only once before/' 

" Truly, Sir, truly ,^ answered Mr. Hicker- 
ingill, perfectly unabashed, ** once, exactly once, 
as I said, at our mutual friend^s, worthy Mr. 
Buckskin^s : but ah ! Sir, that was enough ; 
for I saw that you were a gentleman back and 
edge ; none of your walking gentry that tramp 
the Park for a dinner. No, my dear Sir, no ! 
smite me l*^ continued he, slapping his thigh to 
give his speech emphasis, " I knew you was the 
real thing.'* 

" I dare not doubt your discernment. Sir,** 
said I, " and yet I am afraid that your favour 
has blinded your judgment; I really have no 
gifts which would be of any value at your 
Club.^' 

** My most excellent friend,'* replied the tri- 
umphing Polycarp, " when I told my Club, — 
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it's the * Merry Philosophers' Club of Choice 
Spirits,' — when I proposed you to my Club, 
you were elected before we would allow the 
French King to make peace with us ; and when 
it was known that you were a B. A., there was 
such a cloud of smoke, that for ten minutes 
you couldn't see the candles ; not a dissentient 
pipe in the room. Ah ! my dear Mr. Sylva- 
nus, there's nothing like a title after your 
name ! That/' — another slap on his thigh, — 
** for being called my Lord, or Sir Zebedee, sink 
me ! Sir, — ^but Doctor's worth' them all." 

•* But, Sir," said I, becoming heartily vexed 
at the yarlet's unwarrantable assurance, ^^ I re* 
ally have no taste for Club-rooms." 

** Oh ! my dear fellow," interrupted the bra- 
zen Mr. Hickeringill, " there's no fear but 
what you '11 like us prodigiously, when we come 
to be better acquainted; for we're all of us 
gentlemen and choice spirits, I promise you; 
and some of us aire pretty warm, and have a 
mighty good notion of moral philosophy, so 
that you see we hates any thing as is low, blow 
me !" 

" Nevertheless, Sir," returned I, '* I posi- 
tively must decline the honour of meeting such 
accomplished——" ^ 
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^' Wliat, Sir ! with a B. A. after your name^ 
and so modest? — Oh, rare effect of learmng ! 
Come, Sir, come, we must have you: a man 
with two letters (rfter his name, is. a jewel to 
any society. Sir ; two letters after your name 
are worth three before it ; and in this particu- 
lar, the * Merry Philosophers' Club of Choice 
Spirits' is certainly indifferently happy, for 
our President, Mr. Hiram Burnbotham^ writes 
ymself P. S, G. W. of the Seven Stars Lodge 
of Freemasons, that meets at the Fortune of 
War in West Smithfield." 

" I cannot doubt. Sir,'* I replied, " of your 
possessing members well worthy of each other's 
society, but for myself, you must — '^ 

" Truly, my dear Sir, truly, you shall have 
my introduction and advice,^' rejoined my tor- 
mentor ; ^^ I 'II let you a little into our secrets 
beforehand. Mr. Burnbotham, my dear Mr. 
Beauclerk, is a gentleman who venerates all the 
mystic institutions of mankind ; as your Ancient 
Druids, your Odd Fellows, your Bucks and 
Brothers, your Lodge of Crooked Disciples, 
and 'specially your Free Masons; to all of 
whidi, and many others, he has belonged: — 
w)r)r, Siir, he 's got the badge of each stamped 
upon some part of his corpus, as you scholars 
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call it. Sir, upon my credit, the man^s like 
an ancient Briton, for he 's got the story of 
Adam and Eve drawn upon his skin in gun- 
powder, like the Dutch tiles in your fire-place ; 
and some old tar-bucket has marked him with a 
foul anchor, and a ship in full sail, and Admiral 
Anscm, and his own birth>day, all of which sca- 
rifications he ^s as proud of as my Lord Mayor's 
gentleman is of his laced frock. Smite me ! Sir, 
but I think that if a Hottentot was to come te 
England he 'd be tattooed in the face !*" 

Here I again endeavoured to break into the 
fellow'^s discourse with ** But, Mr. Hickeringill, 
I really must say that I cannot become a mem- 
ber of any such — ^ 

" Why, Sir," said he, with a leer in my face, 
" we shan't want to mark you, and you dd&'t 
know half the fun that we have on our Club- 
lUgHtSt There ^s some of us comical dogs in our 
stories^ I promise you ; and others are fine mafr» 
ters at a song : there'^s old Mr. Sampson Blast, 
the Iron-founder, sings the * Noontide air' and 
* Gentlest breezes' to admiration; and indeed 
you would die with laughing at little Lambert 
Lacquer, the Leather-gilder, playing < Old King 
Cole' on a pewter-dish ; the rogue fetches such 
humoursome music out of it" 
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" Mr. Hickeringill/' said I once more, " I 
have no gifts to bring to such a society of such 
geniuses ; ancfmoreover I am not **' 

" Lord ! Sir,'' returned the invincible Poly- 
carp, " the less you say the better : you 're a 
scholar and an A. B., and who the devil expects 
such a one to say any thing entertaining ? Now, 
Sir, d'ye see me? you're all wisdom, and 
we 're all whim. And, Sir, all that you have to 
do will be to speak very little, smoke a great 
deal, and frown like a bashaw ; our club will 
never think you're an A.B. unless you scowl. 
Then, as for talking, do you find gravity, and 
we'll find gig. Then we've some famous 
stories that are always told to every new mem- 
ber of the * Merry Philosophers* Club ;' Albert 
Hakkenblock, the German Sign*carver of Ho- 
sier-lane, shall tell us one of his own country 
devildoms: so you see that there'll be plenty 
of fun for you, blow me ! By the way, my 
good Sir, talking of stories, our mutual friend 
Mr. Buckskin tells me that you 're a collector 
of romances ; so there. Sir, there we '11 fit you : 
and if you love any of the Jragmentums of An- 
cient London, you shall be satisfied to your 
heart's content. We meet to-night in Cock- 
lane, at the very house where the scratching 
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Fanny Parsons resided ! What d' ye think of 
that ?" 

I verily believe that the fellow had kept these 
two arguments to the last, as his prime court- 
cards, and that he instantly saw the impression 
which they produced upon me ; for the truth 
wasj that the Astrological narrative upon which I 
had been employed, related to the contemptible, 
yet successful, imposture, usually called the 
Cock-lane Ghost ; and as it contained several 
circumstances which , required elucidation, it 
suddenly occurred to me that I might possibly 
procure it by sacrificing one evening to the 
Merry Philosophers. Mr. Polycarp soon per- 
ceived his advantage, and as quickly followed it 
up with, ** Well, my good Sir, well, then you '11 
be with us at six ; for d' ye see, we meet early 
to have the longer time on't; and I promise you 
there 's a good deal to discuss when the punch 
is aboard. Sir, as Shikspur'^s Romeo says; ' we 
loves the sweet of the night!' You'll come, 
then, I see, Mr. Sylvanus." 

" Why, Sir," said I, " although it be per- 
fectly contrary to my custom to attend any con- 
vivial meetings, yet for a few hours, and for 
once, I '11 do myself the '* 

" Truly, Mr. B., truly," interrupted my vi- 
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sitor, *' you Ve much in the right otf t ; fot you 
know what Plato says in his famous song : — 

^ The wise is fools 
With all their rules. 

When they would joy control.' 

And, my good Sir," continued he, ** if yoif' re 
fond of the antics of London you -re sure cf 
finding them with the Merry Philosophers ; for 
we are roving boys, like your old ancient perry- 
piUhetics. We always hold our anniversary in 
some remarkable part of the old Town ; last 
year, Sir, we met in Jonathan Wild's house in 
the Old Bailey, and we Ve tried hard to engage 
Guy Faux's cellar under the Parliament House ; 
some of us are in good hopes of getting into 
Newgate to Jack Shephard's cell, or perhaps we 
may all get into the Tower itself/' 

** By no means unlikely ,'' answered I ; "or 
Bethlehem Hospital might also be a place 
worthy of your endeavours, and I should think 
that any of the members would have interest 
enough to be admitted there." 

" And an excellent place, too, for a Club like 
our's,'' said Mr. Polycarp, " and I should not 
at all wonder, if another year you find most df 
us in Bedlam! — ^Ha!'' continued he, starting 
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up, on: bearing my Landlady's chimes beginning 
their midddy voluntary, ** Tempest fugit, as 
you scholars say, and I must wish you a very 
good morning.— Not a step, now, my dear Mr. 
Beauclerk, — quite ashamed, positively, — ^you'll 
not forget, — Cock-lane,— Scratching Fanny, — 
Merry Philosophers, — six o'clock,'' and with 
these broken sentences he at length left the 
bouse. 

The clock of St. Sepulchre's had struck seven, 
-*— for I wished to abridge my visit as much as 
-possible, — 'and an evening unusually cheerless 
and gloomy had succeeded to a day of almost 
spring-tide brightness, when I turned into Cock- 
lane, and entered that low and plain-looking 
building which had once furnished conversa- 
tion to all London, where the Merry Fhiloso- 
l^ers were holding their anniversary festival. 
As I ascended the stairs, for the chamber which 
has been rendered infamous to all future time, 
by a shallow, but successful, fraud, is a plain 
wainscoted apartment on the first floor, I heard 
a loud and pert voice sa}ring : " Come ? yes, to 
jbe sure he will. What will ye have on't, my 
Masters ? the truth of the matter is this : there 's 
not another man in the Club could have brought 
him : I say nothing, but this I will say, as my 
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Lord Jacob swore to me the other day : ' Rat 
you ! Polycarp,' says he, * you 've such a 
wheedling way with you, that, smite me ! if I 
don't think you ^d persuade a rabbi to fall in 
love with a rasher !^ " 

I was prevented from hearing more by my 
conductor opening the door, and announcing me 
as " the Gentleman,*' upon which Mr. Hick- 
eringill, when the dense cloud of smoke allowed 
him to catch sight of me, hastily laid down his 
pipe, and rushing up to me, exclaimed with his 
usual perversity of language, ^^ Salvus Domir 
nus! here you are at last; you're to know, my. 
dear fellow, that I 'd set my credit upon your 
comii^g, and that 's more than I would for every 
body: but now let me introduce you to the 
Club, and then, no more words on't, but sit 
down, and do as we. Mr. Hiram Bumbotham, 
whose amiable peculiarities,*' continued he, nod- 
ding his head familiarly and significantly, '^ I 
mentioned this morning.— -Mr. Sampson Blast, a 
most rare voice in a tender song, I promise you. 
— Mr. Lambert Lacquer, a gentleman of a merry 
vein, as you shall shortly perceive. — Mr. Albert 
Hakkenblock, a learned German of a most cu- 
rious and ingenious fancy in remarkable histo- 
ries.— Mr. Thersites Splayfoot, a person gifted 
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with a singular pungency of wit, for we 're all 
choice spirits in one way or another; and I 
sbmetimes merrily say that our Club-room's like 
H bowly since one is the sugar, and another the 
spirit, and our friend here is the lemon, and — ^ 

*' Umph !*" said Splayfoot, by way of com- 
mentary on his own character, *^ you *re a host 
of yourself, Master Hickey, for you're Pttwc A 
to the whole Club." 

** Why there it is now," rejoined Poly carp, 
** wit whither wiltP as Plato says: you per- 
ceive, Mr. Sylvanus, you perceive ;" added he, 
enforcing the jest by driving his fist into my 
side ; ^^ but, to be short, there's seven of us in all, 
with our mutual friend, worthy Mr. Buckskin, 
and your most devoted. And now, my good 
Sir, be seated, make free, and call about you, 
whilst we have a song or a story." 

I then took a vacant chair between the offi- 
cious Mr. Polycarp and the satirical Mr. Splay- 
foot, and, as my sight grew accustomed to the 
doady atmosphere, the features of the various 
members gradually became visible ; until, at 
length, like the Eastern Enchanters in the Pa- 
lace of Misnar, the choice spirits were all con- 
fessed before me. 

** Gentlemen," said the Grand President, af- 

VOL. III. N 
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ter striking twice on the table with a large 
wooden mallet, furnished by the German Sign- 
carver, ** Gentlemen, — Members of the Club of 
Merry Philosophers, you all know that to-night 
is one of our yearly anniversaries ; and if we look 
back into your old ancient authors, we shall find 
that clubs and sodalities are of very great anti- 
kitj/: for some of the old Greekish Philosophers 
used to dissemble under a portico, and we, like 
them, usually meet at the Blue-Posts. With 
your leave, then. Gentlemen Philosophers, I shall 
say a word or two upon the use of clubs ^ 

" Bravo !" interrupted Polycarp, violently 
thumping the table, '^ knock down the Presi- 
dent.'* 

" Gentlemen Philosophers," said Mr. Burn- 
botham, bridling at this applause, but endea- 
vouring to recover his speech, " I was going to 
tell you that in clubs and the like, the symbo- 
lums^ as a body may say, are our stars and 
garters ; and, now I think of it, I propose that 
all us Merry Philosophers should have a full 
moon depunctuated ^ 

** Much obliged to you. Master President, 
but I cry off to that,'* exclaimed Polycarp. 

" And I, too,'' rejoined Mr. Lacquer ; ** but 
talking of your strange marks puts me in mind 
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of Captain Kidd, the Pirate, who was hanged 
when my father was a boy; for IVe heard 
him say that he ^d the print of a horse-shoe in his 
palm, that he got from shaking hands with the 
Old One, when they divided their treasure ; in* 
deed, there was a song about it, as I remember.^ 

" Umph r said Splayfoot, " if he marks 
everybody he deals with in that way, I suppose 
that's the reason why so many peoplfe walk 
about with their hands in their pockets.'' 

" Ugh r returned Polycarp in ecstasy at this 
satire, ** what a deuced droll dog you are, 
Splayfoot; but as touching that same Captain 
Kidd, I move that we have Brother Lacquer's 
song instanter, for I never heard of it before." 

A confirmatory cloud of smoke seconded this 
proposal, though the President vainly endea- 
voured to recall the attention of the meeting 
to his discourse on sodalities ; but as the song 
appeared to promise rather more of amusement, 
if not of instruction, it was demanded by accla- 
mation; and the following is an authentic copy 
of that singularly curious legend, which per- 
haps will be more credited about Helle-gat and 
Cape Cod, — where the events really took place, 
—-than in the sophisticated, and far-distant 
streets of modern London. 

n2 
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THE FORTUNES OP CAPTAIN KIDD : 

A BALLAB OF THE HUDSON RITSX. 

*' Captain Kidd was a nrate bold. 

O'er the deep as he sail*d, — ^he sail'd ; 

Looking for plunder and Spaniards' gold. 

His head was hot, and his heart was cold, 

>{ever in battle nor storm he quail'd. 

Captain Kidd got rich as a Jew, 
0*er the deep as he sail'd, — ^he sail'd ; 

But he could not tell what with his wealth to do. 

For he had a riotous desperate crew. 
That never in blood nor in plunder fail'd. 

Captain Eadd on the Kobold cried. 

O'er the deep as he sail'd, — ^he sail'd ; 
' Shew me where my riches to hide. 
And we '11 the gelt between us divide. 
Give us your hoof, and the bargain's naifd.' 

' Captain Kidd,' thei^answered He, 

O'er the deep as he sail'd, — he sail'd ; 
' You've been a very good friend to me. 
And I mean to do a good turn for thee. 
Though all the world at my name hath raiPd. 

' Captain Kidd, have you mark'd the steep. 
O'er the sea as you 've sail'd, — ^you've sail'd ; 

Which rises over the Hudson deep ? 

There your treasure we '11 safely keep. 
So meet me to-nig^bX. N»\ien >iXi«TSiSM(&LViL^^d.l' 
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Captun Kidd at the midnight dead^ 

O'er the deep as he sail'd* — ^he sailM ; 
Buried his gold in a storm so dread. 
That he never could find it again 'tis said. 
For pickaxe and shovel have always fail'd. 

Captain Kidd, as I understand, 

O'er the deep as he sail'd, — he sail'd ; 
Ever since that had the deep-mark'd hrand 
Of a horse-shoe bum'd in his red right hand, 
*Twas the Kobold's grasp when his friend he hail'd ! 

Captain Kidd was hang'd and not drown'd. 

O'er the deep though he sailed, — he saiFd ; 
But still his spirit is wandering round 
The haunted rocks of that treasury -ground. 
And his riches shall never by man be found 
Till the Hudson 's dry, and the spell has fail'd !" 

" Mein Himmel !^ ejaculated the German 
Sign-carver, as his neighbour finished the song^ 
^* whaV a gedicht of ein Pirate's spuk ! as I am 
honest mans, it is like ein volkslied, as you was 
call a Balldde, of ein gassen-sangerinn, ein ivun- 
dervoll song-singster/' 

^* A capital good song that, let me tell you^ 
friend Hans,'' said Polycarp ; " and I think I 
deserve the thanks of the Club, for bringing it 
out of Brother Lacquer.'' 

*^ Ya," answered Hakkenblock, ^* Ich danke 
ihnen, I does give you moche thauk fox tkvxv^* 
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self; it was ganz fortre flich, on mine wort 
Ach ! mine gutigkeit I" continued he, whisper- 
ing, as the President kept impatiently drumming 
upon the table with a kind of subdued thump to 
recall attention to his speech ; '^ Ach ! poor gen- 
tlemans, Misters Bumbothams cannot get to say 
von wort of his rede, his orations to-night.'' 

" No,*' added Polycarp, in a kind of half- 
whisper, " and so he 's trying to convince the 
table as the Club won't listen to him : but he 's 
quite prosy, and wants all the talk to himself.'' 

*' Ya," returned Hakkenblock, " er ist viel 
sprachig, he has a tongues of his own ; but I 
swear to you, mein Herr, that his thumping 
does put me in mind of die Sargen-machers^ as 
you do call the cofBn-joiners, as I have heard 
them with mine own ears, knocking away in the 
woods about Eisenach." 

" Eh ! what !" said Master Lacquer, *' do 
your German undertakers live in a forest ?" 

*' Potztausend ! they was not Leichenber- 
sorgerinn, as you was call untertakers, but alte 
Germans, five hundert years old !" 

** Old Germans, indeed !'* said Splayfoot, 
** why they must have worked up all the timber 
in the forest in that time : but I \e heard of 
these wonderful trunk-makers before, and some 
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say that they Ve only Beelzebub^s carpenters on 
ftoflrd-wages." 

^^ Bah !'^ said Hakkenblock, turning away at 
the jeu^-moL ^^ I perceives that you does not 
kJ, no.bi^'.b.rU.e. ., II.L if ^.e 
frients will each give me his two ears, I shall 
tell you '^ 

^^ A lie,^' said Splayfoot, whispering* 

^^ I shall tell youy with mein Herr Vorsit* 
zer^s goot leave, von little geschichte, a tale, of 
their werke.** 

The President would fain have once more 
carried back the company to his former ad- 
dress, and had even proceeded as far as to says 
*^ touching sodalities and crafts, then, as I said 
before, they are not constitutions of yesterday ; 
for King Solomon had one in his Temple of which 
he was Grand Master, and Hiram was Junior 
Warden, wherein the Queen of Sheba was the 
only female woman who was ever trusted with 
the secret or admitted a member: — ** Here he 
was again interrupted by the story being called 
for on every side, when Mr. Hakkenblock re* 
lated the following romantic tradition ; in which 
I have omitted his broken English, though the 
wild simplicity of his narrative I have endea^ 
voijred to retain. 
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THR COFFIN-MAKBES OF EISTENACH. 

• 

Manf hare heard in the night preparation of chesli 
for them, in such sort ag the coffin-makers did after- 
wards prepare indeed. 

Lataterus of Ghosts and SriRiTS. 

They who have known Eisenach for many 
years past, must remember a tall wooden piU 
lar, standing near it^s entrance, on the road 
from Langensalza, bearing a carved and paint* 
ed black ^scutcheon, surmounted by a Baron'^s 
helmet and mantling, and charged with the 
effigy of a hideous red-haired Dwarf, in a very 
ancient German habit, employed in making a 
coffin, over which he was looking with mali- 
cious joy, holding up a nail, and pointing to a 
scroll above him, on which was inscribed the 
words,-*-" Only seven are wanting r Below the 
shield could be traced, by good eyes, the name 
of Adeliche Stark ; though his stcwry, and the 
date of it's events, were entirely obliterated; 
yet as it was certain that every visitor to Ei- 
senach used particularly to enquire about that 
strange armorial ensign, old Singpsalm, the 
Lutheran Clerk, used generally ^o satisfy them 
by the following story ; which is t^e more curi-^ 
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0US9 as it seems to contain an allusion to smok- 
ing, at the least two centuries before it became 
general in Europe. 

*^ In the earlier days of Eisenach, he would 
say, for everybody knows that it is a town 
which existed even before the time of the great 
Friedrich Rothbart, there used to live in it an 
idle fellow named Adeliche Stark, commonly 
c^led through the Principality der Landstreich* 
€r, or the Vagabond, because he was one of 
those individuals who, though they are conti- 
nually padding the hoof after employment, al- 
ways pray heartily that they may never find it. 
Frosche Stark, the father of this hero, was as 
industrious a woodman as ever lifted an axe in 
the Prince's forest-lands; but neither advice, 
nor example, his mother Trudchen's entreatiesj 
nor his uncle StiebePs stick, could make him 
anything else than Adeliche the Vagabond. 

'^ But it is not to be thought that idleness 
alone was the cause of his not taking to work ; 
no, truly, for he always asserted that it was 
simply his being too clever. There was not a 
znan in all Thuringia who knew so many ivild 
stories and songs as Adeliche ; and the conse- 
quence was, that he was so much in request at 
the Bier-schenkes, that he could at last do littk 

k5 
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else but wander from one to another, where his 
time and his legends were recompensed by black 
beer, straw, and potatoes. It is not wonderful 
that such a life should at last clothe him in a 
jerkin of rags, with a pair of nether-stocks of 
the same silk, which procured him the new sur- 
name of ^ the Ragged Story-teller;' whilst his 
constitution being daily undermined, it was 
usual to say of him when he was seen seated 
in his glory on the ale-house bench,-^' Ah ! 
there^s Stark the Landstreicher knocking ano- 
ther nail in his coi&n !^ 

^ But so delighted was Master Adeliche with 
this kind of life, that there was no man more 
contented, and very few so merry/ Having 
nothing of his own, all that was given him was 
gain ; and Mrhilst he was telling his stories, if 
he could but get some generous traveller to 
bestow on him a flask of better wine, he not 
(Hily made them happy, but became so himsell' 
in spite of his nakedness. However, to speak 
Heaven''s honest truth, as a biographer should do, 
this love of ^ a jolly full bottle' was at Once the 
spring and continuance oi his ruin, since he 
ever liked a Eegel-plat^, or bowling-aUey, bet- 
ter than a Church; and Wenzel Malzmatin, 
the Publican, better than Lorenz Puchertext 
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the Priest Dam^ Trudchen had Bodiing to 
answer for concerning him, since her advice 
was equally unceasing and useless ; and one of 
her principal arguments against his 'intempe- 
rance was grounded on the e£Pect which it must 
have upon his health, and was expressed in the 
common proverb, ' Adeliche Stark, Adeliche 
Stark, you're knocking another nail into your 
coffin!' 

^' It is said to have been in the beginning of 
winter, after a long conversation, concluded with 
thiis ancient saw, that Adeliche set off to 
Mfllzmann's to decide upon a. brewing which 
was that evening to be tried in full conclave. 
Th^e were to be Claus Brommell, the Char- 
coal-burner, and Earl Kranesnech, the tall 
Croat-herd, and little Velten Schwill, the Swine- 
keeper, and I know not how many others, all 
good men and true, to pass the night with 
him; for he had promised to regale them with 
some of his best stories, and as he could com. 
inand a truss in the stable he was not expected 
back till the morning. 

^* I never heard whether it were by the 
strength of the getrankej or the astonishing 
nature of Adeliche's tales, but it is said that 
about midnight, his host and his cotapaniona 
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were all fast asleep, some on the floor, and som^ 
oa .the bier-bank remaining immoveable under 
the roughest means which he used to wake 
them. A loud voice was now heard without 
calling on host^ house, and ostler, for shelter and 
provender; and Adeliche, after ag^in stoutly 
though vainly kicking and shaking his friends, 
resolving that Wenzel should not lose a cus- 
tomer for the want of a little exertion, took up 
the lanthom and opened the door, where he 
saw a remarkably short and stout man leading 
an immense black horse, to which he bore some- 
what of the proportion of a beards whelp to an 
elephant. It was a strange-looking night abroad^ 
for whilst the distant prospect lay beneath a 
most beautiful moonlight sky, the planet itself 
was veiled by a dark purple cloud which hung 
like a curtain half drawn up, immediately in 
front and over the house, the rays of golden 
light falling in streams from beneath it. Ade- 
liche at first stared a little at the Traveller, but 
as he spake in a blunt and good-humoured 
voice, he lighted him first to put up bis horse, 
and then ushered him into the Bier-schenke.-— 
* How 's this, mine Host ?' said the Stranger, 
looking at the slumbering peasants, ^is your 
ale so potent, or do ye always slumber thiif> 
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soundly? I trow that I called lustily at the 
door, and my horse stamped and snorted loud 
enough to have waked half Eisenach.^— ^ In 
good truth,^ answered Adeliche, ' I know not 
what ails them all, for it can hardly be the score 
of ale-cans that we've emptied. We met here 
to-night to take a draught of a fresh brewing* 
with our Host Wenzel, — that 's he in the goat- 
skin jerkin lying across yonder table, — and Vd 
been telling them some old tales of the Nibe- 
lungen ; but about midnight, as I guess, they 
all fell asleep, and though I shook them soundly 
when I heard you call, there was no moving 
them any more than a full hogshead !' — * No,' 
returned the Traveller, tossing one off a bench 
on to the ground, and kicking another out of 
his way, * they won't wake at present, I'll war- 
rant you ; for they Ve been driving another nail 
in their coffins !' 

^^ Again Adeliche stared at his guest, whom 
he now observed to be dressed in a more ancient 
habit than any he had ever yet seen : his face 
had a singularly ugly and sarcastic expression, 
whilst a profusion of red hair, and immense' 
pointed ears, like a satyr's, did not greatly 
improve it. But though Adeliche might have^ 
some odd thoughts about the Traveller, his. 




878 TALES OF AN AKTIQUAftY. 

frank and good-humoured manner soon gave 
him confidence, which increased when be drew 
from his pouch some excellent 'provisions and 
wine, and invited Adeliche to sit dowa and |par- 
take with him. It proved a noble feast to our 
story*teller, who endeavoiured to requite it by 
several of his most interesting romances i at the 
end of which the Stranger said,--*^ You tdl these 
tales bravely, though IVe heard them before, 
and methinks you might be better employed; 
for the swgand the bier-kamie do butidrive 
another nail into yoiir coffin ! But you Ispeak 
of the Nibelungen-Land, I promise you there^s 
some strange things there, that few people wot 
of.^«-~^ So I should guess,' replied Adeliche^' since 
nobody knows where it is ; for some tell us it's 
in Noroway, and some say it^s in Burgundy.' — 
* Be it where it may,' rejoined the Traveller, ' I 
came thence not an hour past. But; youVe 
played the host mightily well to-night, and I \e 
a liking for you ; now this odd thing £ brought 
from the Nibelungen-Land^ and, if you use it 
rightly, ^twill make you tell a better tale than 
you ever yet heard of.^ The Stranger again felt 
in his pouch, and produced a shortibent tube 
of some kind of yellow metal, having alaq^ 
bowliand cover at one end, to whidi he put« 
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lighted match, and then passing the instrument 
to Adeliche, continued, — ^ There, put the sil- 
yer bit in your mouth, and suck away as you 
would with a reed in a Rhenish-cask/ 

*^ The simile was so perfectly adapted to 
Adeliche's understanding, that he' soon became 
acquainted with the strange-looking tube, which 
seemed to inspire him with a feeling of delicious 
intoxication ; and for awhile he thought himself 
in Paradise, clothed like a prince, and formed 
like an angel. Then, as he continued to inhale 
the fragrance of the burning perfume, he thought 
that a vast cloud of smoke arose from it, which 
conveyed him, in his own shape and dress, along 
with his short companion, to the side of a moun- 
tain^ in a wild fprest, which echoed with the 
deafening sound of ten thousand hammers. — 
Whilsit he was looking round him at the perfect 
solitude of the spot, and wondering where the 
workmen were concealed, the Traveller said to 
him,— *Well, how like ye theNibelungen-Land ? 
this is the' Knocking Mountain ; and yonder/ 
*— he continued, pointing up to a terrific-looking 
cavity, at a great height, in a very precipitous 
piart of it, — * Yonder is the goat^s gatc^ray ; 
dimb up to it, and you H see that which you 
won't forget for one while.'— ' I get up thers f 
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exclaimed Adeliche, ^ why there ^s not room 6ti 
the rock for a goat to set one foot ! and for 
climbing to it, — I could as soon mount the 
steeple of Eisenach outside !' — * Try man, try,' 
returned his companion ; ^ that perfume of mine 
has made yoii stronger than you think for ;' and 
so Adeliche set out cautiously and slowly, and, 
at length stood safely before the goafs gate- 
way. 

*^ Upon looking in, he saw a vast cavern light* 
ed by immense lamps of brass, and containing 
some thousands of persons, shaped and habited 
like his conductor, all employed in making cof*^ 
fins ; some being engaged in cutting them out^ 
and others in joining them, the nailing of which 
produced a tremendous noise, to which the cavern 
replied with if s countless echoes. When he was 
able to look more steadfastly, he saw that each 
coffin was marked with some person's name, and 
that as they were finished they seemed to be 
itent away through a passage in the earth. He 
next observed that some of the names were fa- 
miUar to him ; and he felt a strange sensation 
of fear, when he read those of Velten Schwill, 
Karl Kranesnech, and Wenzel Malzmann his 
Host, on cofiins that were nearly finished ; from 
which he: half began to tliink that their heavy 
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flleep would never have a wakening. But 
he also observed that there were other coffins 
scarcely begun, and on one of these he read the 
name of Andreas Beyspiel, a hearty old shep- 
herd, renowned throughout Thuringia for his 
tepipetance and piety. His age was not certain* 
ly known, but some said he was more than an 
hundred, yet he looked as youthful as if he were 
only a quarter of it. 

" Whilst Adeliche was making these remarks, 
one of the most malicious-looking Dwarfs in the 
whole crew, whose work was almost finished, cal-> 
led out to him — * Ho ! honest friend, art there ? 
wilt buy thee a coffin now ? here 's a sound one 
with thy name upon it,^ continued he, showing 
him the hd, which had * Adeliche Stark' fairly 
graven upon it. Do'st know, now, that I've 
been these twenty years making this for thee ? 
and I 've often heard thy mother say thou wert 
driving a nail in thy coffin, when thou wert off 
to the fiier-sehenke.** — ^ And art thou making 
that black box for me?' said the trembling 
Adeliche. * Aye,* said the Dwarf, * I shall 
send it home to you when it's finished, and 
somehow the owner don't live many hours. after- 
wards. I had a round three hundred nails to 
drive mto it at first ; I hammered in one fox 
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eT«ry night you were carousing with your mates; 
and now,^ added he, holding up a large nail and 
speaking in a solemn voice, ^ only Seven are 
wanting f Adeliche heard no more, for whether 
it were the vapours of the perfume in his head, 
or the Dwarf ^s terrific words, he knew not, but 
he fell backwards, and on his recovery found 
himself alone in the forest, as wretched and 
ragged as ever. 

'* With the most perfect recollection of all 
which had passed, he wandered on through 
the wild wood, till he reached an iron-forge be- 
longing to a Baron of Lower-Saxony, and as 
he had not a single coin in his pouch, and pro- 
bably but a short time to live, he offered hin»- 
self in a sort of desperate fit to blow at the fur- 
nace. In these old days there were no bellows, 
and so one of the smiths used to blow through 
an iron pipe; and whether this occupation gave 
him more breath, or temperance and labour 
made him more healthy, he could not tell, but 
be certainly began to look quite another man. 
He now wore a good coarse suit of clothes, and 
got together a little money ; whilst years pass- 
ed away and he heard no more of the cofHn- 
makers, though he never forgot them. It was 
dear to Adeliche, that these Dwarfs could be 
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no Other than the ancient hihafaitants of G«r- 
raany, who were driven into the forests and moun- 
tains, when Attila, King of the Huns, overran 
tbe country about the year of Grod 432. They 
are said to have taken with them all their great 
riches and wonderful secrets, and to be still 
living in the Nibelungen-Land ; but how true 
that may be I can't pretend to say. One 
thing, however, Adeliche had learned from 
their mountain-workshop, and that was the 
making of wooden bellows, by placing one bco; 
over another with a tube at one, end, and then 
shutting them forcibly together. He made 
these chests somewhat in the form of coffins, 
and they raised so furious a blast, that many 
believed he had a familiar fiend confined in a 
box to blow for him as long as he Uved. How* 
ever, that was all an idle tale ; but Adeliche 
told his secret only to the Baron and his fel-< 
]ow8> who kept it so well, that to this day the 
name of the inventor is doubtful; though it 
is acknowledged that wooden bellows were 
first used in the Harz Forest. Schluter says, 
that the Bishop of Bamberg devised them; 
Andreas Reyher gives the credit to Klaus 
Schelhom, a Miller of Schmalebuche ; and 
CalvcHT mokes it out that Ludwig Pfannen- 
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Schmidt, Bellows-maker to the Harz, first 
brought them out of Thuringia, which seems to 
trace them to the descendants of Adeliche Stark. 
When the fiaron died, he bequeathed the iron- 
forge to Adeliche in recompense for his inven- 
lion, by which, and by the discovery of a golden 
wedge or two in his furnace, doubtless sent him 
from Nibelungen-Land, he grew so ^ rich, that 
he bought an estate in his native country, and set 
up the pillar and escutcheon to record his story. 
He died perfectly hearty somewhere about the 
age of 137 ; having often repeated his fortunes 
to his great-great-grandchildren, and always 
closing his narrative with ^ Idleness and the 
tankard drive the nails of our coiBns, but Tem- 
perance and Labour will build us a palace.' ^ 

^^ Humph !^ said Splayfoot as Hakkenblock 
concluded, " that^s a German lie with a ven^ 
geance, it comes out stark naked, and cries 
twang after every sentence: Oh ! it's a pretty 
story for the Devil's horn-book.'' 

" Truly, Sir, truly,'' said Polycarp, suddenly 
brushing himself up, *^ a very pleasant story 
and a witty ; I 'm glad that they hanged that 
Alick, I've no doubt but he was a pestilent 
fellow." 

** Well, to be sure," rejoined Lacquer, •* fo- 
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mgn countries are the places for wonders ; and 
yet in this very house and room, there was 
enough to set the whole Town by the ears for 
a twelvemonth. That Knocking Mountain 
made me think of nothing but the thumping 
and scratching Fanny Parsons.*" 

** Ay,^ continued Splayfoot, '* 'twas a fraud 
upon London that always astonished me ; alike 
infamous and shallow ; how it lasted so long was 
the greatest wonder of all. And yet I believe 
that few people know who really discovered it.^ 

'* Why, Fame gives it to many great names,'* 
siud Hickeringill, " but it's privately said, — 
so you '11 let it go no farther, — that it was found 
out between an Astrologer and a Jesuit. Ah ! 
those Jesuits, Mr. Beauclerk ! — those Jesuits,— 

you take me, "" and he significantly winked 

the remainder of the sentence. 

" Report then,'*' said Splayfoot, " speaks truth 
for once ; since that Jesuit, — Oh ! that all of 
his Order were like him ! — actually resided, in 
my house, where I have his picture and papers 
of conference with old Horoscope the Astro- 
loger." 

" Well, Sir," rejoined I, " and, to complete 
the connection, Ptolemy Horoscope was wont to 
occupy the very apartments which I inhabit in 
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Little Britain, where I possess some imperfect 
memoranda of the conference you speak of." 

'* Then as you go to Duck Lane," answered 
Splayfoot, ^^ look in at my den, where you shall 
see the portrait, and put my papers in your 
pocket; and I^m much mistaken if you don^t 
find both the Jesuit and the Star*gazer wiser 
and better than half the Town.^ 

^' I doubt it not,*^ answered I, giving him 
many thanks for his valuable communication. 
Upon leaving the Club I went with him to his 
own apartments, and there received a great part 
of the following narrative ; concerning which 
I have had almost endless visits and enquiries 
from Mr. Polycarp, though I have never again 
entered the celebrated haunted house of Cock 
Lane, or claimed my seat in the Club of Merry 
Philosophers. 



At the time when that devious and narrow 
lane, called Snow-hill, formed the only line of 
communication between Newgate-street and 
Holbom, there dwelt in one of the best of it's 
old-fashioned houses a Calender of considerable 
eminence, who kept the sign of the Grolden 
Griffin and Tezel. He was an elderly man of 
rather a singular cYiaTaclec^^aTCL^d Seneca Stiff; 
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but whether it were from, his classical prcno- 
men, or from an imperturbable serenity of du- 
poration, he was most commonly called '* Phi- 
losopher Stiff," by all who knew him, or lived 
in his Tidnity. To this principal feature of 
his character he added an invincible disbelief 
of every thing in the least approaching to the 
superstitious or the wonderful, with a constant 
disposition to trace the strangest effects to pure- 
ly natural causes : his speech was always calm, 
slow, and exact ; his figure was tall - and his 
countenance hard-featured; and his dress and 
manners were between those of a quaker and 
an ancient Citizen of London. His whole esta- 
blishment consisted of three persons-; the prin- 
apal being his Ward, Clara Fortescue, for whom 
he evinced the warmest attachment of which 
his phlegmatic disposition was capable : ^e 
was the orphan of one of his most esteemed 
friends, and having been educated as a Cathohc 
in Paris, was entrusted to bis care, though an 
heiress, to a large fortune, which was generally 
expected to be increased by the wealth of our 
Civic Philosopher. His other inmates were a 
servant-man, named Anthony Gulp, whose ca- 
pacity of belief more than compensated for his 
master's habitual incredulity ; and an 
housekeeper, Mrs. Penelope Webber^ '«Vto 
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herself out to be descended from the old Dutch 
Webbers^ who, as Diedrich Knickerbocker tells 
us, were some of the original settlers in New 
York. 

For some time the influence of this person 
with the tranquil Mr. StiiF, had been almost 
supreme ; and when she had resided some do- 
sen years in his service, she began to think how 
mighty pleasant, and, perchance, how easy, it 
might prove for her to become Mrs. Stiff; 
and accordingly her profoundest thoughts were 
turned upon the best means of accomplishing 
that desirable event. Much of her design was 
already complete, and the work seemed pros- 
perously proceeding, when Clara Fortescue first 
became an inmate at Snow-hill ; on the death 
of her father, a brave officer, who fell with 
General Wolfe on the Plains of Abraham, Sep- 
tember 13th, 1759. As this change, and the 
old Calender's increasing attachment to his 
Ward, seemed almost fatal to Mrs. Webber's 
aspiring hopes, she secretly set herself to work 
to rid the house of her, whilst she openly pre- 
tended an officious devotion to her service, and 
a wonderful sympathy in her misfortunes. To 
effect her purpose, she could devise no better 
scheme than that of raising a spirit on Snow- 
hiel.; in.wliicVi ^\ve ^a^ >S\ft xftote encouraged by' 
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the success of her neighbours and intimate ac- 
quaintances, Richard Parsons and his daughter 
Fanny, by whom the Cock Lane villainy was de- 
signed and executed. To begin, however, with 
due caution and a proper instrument, she made 
use o{ all her stores of German superstitions and 
Indian witcheries to possess the mind of her 
principal companion, Master Gulp; whose 
brain, it may easily be ihiagined, was not ren- 
dered stronger by his vicinity to the haunted 
spot, more especially as the influenza of Ghost- 
seeing had then spread itself half over London. 
But of all the tales which she poured into his 
astonished ears, none interested him so much 
as those relating to magic dollars, and other 
pieces of money which have the power of ge- 
nerating others, and keep the purse from being 
positively empty, so long as they are carefully 
retained in it ! In becoming possessed of such 
riches, however, there were sometimes other 
unpleasant conditions to be complied with; 
since they who procured them from the maker^s 
own hand, usually gave a particularly valuable 
reversion to be delivered when the Grave-dig- 
ger had done his office : though if by any chance 
they could be found, or given second-band^ 
then all the danger was over, and all the virtue 

VOL. III. o 
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remained. Nor did Mrs. Webber forget to tell 
him of the vast advantages of Treasure-finders^ 
since it has been related by an ingenious bio- 
grapher of her ancestors, that they first rose 
into eminence by that wise and profitable em- 
ployment. She added^ however, that some- 
times money was thrown in the way of those 
whom the Enemy of Man wished to secure; 
like the King's bounty-money to a new recruit, 
or a retaining fee to a learned Counsel. 

Such, then, was both the open and secret 
position of afiairs towards the end of January, 
1762, when one night, as Master Anthony en- 
tered his chamber in darkness, he unconsciously 
laid his hand upon a cold substance, which felt 
like money, as if it had been placed there await- 
ing his return ; and which the light discovered 
to be a good Tower shilling ! The first thought 
of Anthony was, that like his saintly namesake 
of Alexandria, he was certainly tempted of Sa- 
tan, though, as he had no mind to enter his ser- 
vice, he had better return his money; but a 
maturer consideration of the circumstances in- 
duced him to see a little farther first, and then 
to solicit the advice of Mrs. Webber. 

It was not, however, until he had received 
about five shillings of these bribes of darkness 
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thftt his terror drove him to consult his oracle. 
*^ What did'st thou say ?'* exclaimed the aspi- 
ring Housekeeper ; ** found money in the night ? 
Ah ! — well,— go to, — Heaven mend us ! — God 
will ever be above the Devil, — but I know what 
I knowP 

** And what do you know, Mrs. Webber ? I 
can make an affidavit that I never asked for it ; 
I was even thinking of quite another thing 
when I iSrst found it, and it's no such great 
matter at last.*" 

*^ No, not to you, I dare say, Mr. Anthony, 
but it'^s quite enough to make a bargain with, as 
I can telL — You'll be a rich mlin, Mr. An- 
thony, no doubt ;— but I won't say what will 
be the end on't : — it might have been as well to 
have left the Devil's wages alone ; — ^but you'll 
be well paid, I warrant you, Mr. Anthony." 

** Good, now, Mrs. Webber," replied the 
alarmed domestic, " do you really think that 
it was Bel — Bel — Belzebub's money ? or didn't 
you put it there only to frighten me ?" 

** I indeed !" exclaimed Mrs. Webber, " not 
I, truly, I 've too little to leave it within reach 
of a knave who pockets all he finds, let it come 
whence it may." 

" Well, then," said the terrified Anthony, 

o 2 
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*^ as the house is haunted to a certainty, I'll 
go to the Curate of St. Tulker'^s, and ask him 
what ^s to be done. I Ve a notion that as we 
live so near to Cock Lane, the Ghost sometimes 
comes over to us, for 1 11 assure you that I 've 
heard some very odd noises of late ; though as 
his Reverence can't lay the Ghost for his own 
Clerk, why to be sure he can't do much for us.'* 

" No, to be sure, Mr. Anthony,'' answered 
the wily Mrs. Webber, ** all the Clergy in 
London can't turn out a ghost till it has told it's 
message. And. for the house being haunted, 
that 's past praying for, sure enough ; for, God 
keep me ! I get no sleep o' nights since ^ 

" Since what. Mistress Webber ?" said her 
master, who had walked unobserved into the 
room during this interesting conversation; 
which was carried on, as ghost-stories generally 
are, with heads laid together, and a whispering 
tone of voice. " What is it disturbs your rest. 
Mistress Webber ?" said the placid Mr. Stiff in 
his usual slow manner. As he spake, the two 
worthies started full six feet asunder, each from 
different feelings of fear; and as he stood erect 
between them, they gazed at him for some time 
without speaking, when he for the third time 
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demanded, '^ Again, Mistress Webber, I ask 
you what it is which breaks your nightly rest ?" 

" Why truly, Sir/' said Mrs. Webber, re- 
covering her confidence, ** though I would be 
loath to offend you, yet I think it's right you 
should know your house is haunted, and that 
nobody can sleep in it for the noise the ghost 
makes V 

« What you tell me,'' said Mr. Stiff, « is 
very likely ; since if there be noises sleep will 
not be induced, there is nothing preternatural 
in that : but for their being effected by spiritual 
agency, I will not believe it, since that which 
hath no substance can have neither indication 
of form, appearance of colour, nor power of 
action. What is deficient in these can be 
neither seen nor heard ; and therefore, Mistress 
Webber, I opine that you have heard and seen 
nothing, but are the dupe of your own fancies, 
like the fools in Cock Lane, Mistress Webber.'** 

The length of this reply gave the House- 
keeper time to rally her forces, and resolving to 
push the matter as far as it would go^ she re- 
plied with well-feigned eamestneiss, " But, Sir, 
the ghost makes, a thousand strange sounds ; 
jK)metimes it's like a cannon-ball rolling in the 
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ceiling under the dark empty room ; and some- 
times it*s like a blow on the inside of a coffin-lid 
under the floor !" 

" What you tell me is extremely probable ; 
since at some forgotten time or other, a ponder- 
ous globular mass may have fallen into the floor 
of that room which, as you wisely say, is empty ; 
and is put in motion by certain of those animals 
which are to be found in most houses. There 
is nothing supernatural in this; and for the 
blows issuing from the floor, divers of the 
Scaraboius domesticus, superstitiously called the 
death-watch, and of the GriUuSy or cricket, 
have the power of emitting from the head 
sounds like a stricken blow, and these are fre* 
quently found in old timber.^' 

*^ But this warn 't no cricket, I '11 swear,^ 
said Anthony, gathering courage to speak, 
'^ and I Ve heard such sytheing, and cracking, 
and thumping in the walls, as if the ghost was 
shut up there and wanted to come out V 

" Nor is this at all preternatural, Anthony,^ 
said his undisturbed master, ^^ since the wood 
csS ancient buildings is c<mtinually contracting, 
r suddenly expanding, with a moaning sound, 
or bursting with a sudden report, from the 
fixed air finding vent In the day, being other- 
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wise occupied, we do not observe these circutri- 
stances ; but in the stillness of the night every 
thing is distorted, and the most ordinary cir- 
cumstances start up into a prodigy.'^ 

But then again, Sir," said Mrs. Webber,- 

Mr. Anthony hath had money brought him 
by the ghost, and laid in his chamber, which he 
hath found in the dark ! and it's magic mo- 
ney, too, which keeps the purse from ever being 
empty!" 

" So long as any of it is retained, you mean. 
Mistress Webber ; what you tell me is by no 
means impossible, since nothing is more common 
than for careful hiders to make sudden finders ; 
and in darkness we can often effect that which 
in daylight we should attempt in vain.'" 

-" But, Sir,'' said Anthony, "it was only last 
night that I felt a huge lump in my bed as hard 
as a bone, and I m almost sure it was a skull!'' 

** I see nothing preternatural in that, An- 
thony," said his master, " for Mistress Webber 
can tell you that the stuffing of a mattress not 
well dispersed, will sometimes concrete in a* 
solid mass. However, go now to your cham-^ 
ber, and fetch the substance hither." 

** To be sure. Sir, you 're a very bold man," 
said the Housekeeper, ^^ but I dai« say that 
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Mr. Anthony won't uncover it : and for my own 
part I must say that I fell to my prayers last 
night myself, when I saw the kitehen furniture 
all shaken and rolling about as if it was be- 
witched/' 

" What you say of it, Mistress Webber," 
answered the imperturbable Philosopher Stiff, 
" has a consecutive character. For th€ first im- 
pulse might have been a shock from the street, 
a sinking in the building, the motions of 
animak in the walls, or many other impercep- 
tible causes. The latter motion was only the 
effect of this impetus which overcame the vis 
inertia of bodies naturally inanimate : I see 
nothing preternatural in this. Tell me no 
more, then, of wandering spirits or surprising 
sounds ; distrust your eyes and ears, search into 
their causes, Mistress Webber, and you will find 
them all na|;ura} ; Philosophy would make us 
sages, but our senses make us fools, Mistress 
Webber.^ 

Such being a specimen of the ordinary wis- 
dom of Mr. Stiff, his fame as a man who could 
see into the natural causes of everything, and 
who would be the last- in the world to let his 
imagination seduce his judgment, was so well 
known, as to induce some of his neighbours to 
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solicit him to attend one night at the house 
in Cock Lane, with several persons eminent for 
their worth and station in society. After much 
persuasion he went thither, chiefly to satisfy 
his friends that the prodigy was only a decep- 
tion ; and in a dimly-lighted, plain, wainscoted 
bed-chamber, on the first floor next the street, 
he found several individuals already assembled. 
In a bed at the lower end of the i^rtment 
were placed two young females ; one of whom, 
the person possessed with the spirit^ was a pale- 
&ced child of about twelve years old. At the 
foot of the couch sat one of the party invited, as 
some security against deception in the bed itself; 
and, to give a greater degree of sanction to the 
meeting, two or three clergymen were present, 
habited in their canonical robes, according to the 
fashion of the period. Standing on the hearth 
was a tall, stout person, whose manners were 
rather awkward and stooping, whilst his head 
and body were moving in a slow and continued 
roll. He was attended by a negro servant, and 
be wore a full brown suit of clothes, and a close 
wig ; his visage had somewhat of a morose ex- 
pression, from it^s redness and the largeness of 
it's features, though to such as steadfastly re- 
garded him, there was an indication of great 

o 6 
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wortb evidently blended with coosideiiible piety 
and wisdom. The periodical registers and 
pam[^lets of the time, have preserved numerous 
particular accounts of this extraordinary imi- 
position ; but as the circumstances contained is 
the Horoscope MSS. are not to be found in 
any ^other place, I have inserted a specimen of 
that portion of the scene, which serves in some 
degree to carry on that of the present nar^ 
rative. 

As our friend the Calender entered the apart- 
ment he was requested to make no noise, since 
the spirit had already begun to scratch ; but 
the person standing on the hearth was stating 
in a forcible, though somewhat provincial tone^ 
his own sentiments on the appearance of disem- 
bodied spirits. ^ That the dead are seen no 
more,^ said he, " I will not undertake to deter- 
mine, against the concurrent and unvaried tes- 
timony of all ages and of all nations. There 
is no people, rude or learned, by whom appa^ 
ritions of the dead are not related and believed ; 
and a persuasion which perhaps prevails as far 
as human nature is difiPused, could become uni- 
versal only by it's truth. That it is doubted 
by single cavillers can very little weaken the 
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general evidence, and some who doiy it with 
their tongues cmifesa it by their fears." 

With considerable ceremony Mr, Stiff was 
introduced into the haunted room by Parsons 
himself, vho was at once the owner of the house, 
the father of the possessed child, and the Pa- 
rish Clerk of the Church of St, Sepulchre. -The 
Philosopher saluted the company with a calm, 
but respectful courtesy, and added " Albeit, 
gentlemen, I am, for my own part, well con- 
vinced that these noises are to be traced to a 
fraudulent cause, yet, at the solicitation of my 
neighbours, for the public good, and for the 
better satisfaction of my own household, 1 am 
content to visit this place, and as^st in the en- 
quiry to what end they are made." 

" Give me your hand, Sir," said the stout 
personage on the hearth, striding up to him, and 
grasping him tightly in an immense red hand ; 
" I honour you for speaking like a wise and 
virtuous Citizen. They who would live use- 
fully in society must do less for the satisfactioB 
of themselves, than for the instruction uf others. 
To be neuter in a common cause is to ^ 
leas. It was an ordinance of Solon 
that in public dissensions whoever 
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pouse one party, should be declared infamous, 
condemned to perpetual exile, and have all4iis 
estate confiscated.*^ 

■ " You are happy, Sir,'' said one of the visi- 
tors, approaching Stiff, " in this public testimony 
to your wisdom from the most esteemed author 
and the greatest moralist of the age ; — this, Sir, 
is the Author of the Rambler, the ingenious 
Mr. Samuel Johnson T 

" Be quiet. Sir,'' replied Johnson, '* if this 
gentleman be wise enough to enjoy the silent 
praise of good sense, he will care but little who 
may applaud him openly.'' 

Still retaining all the equanimity 'of his 

- character; though greeted by the approbation 

of so celebrated a personage, Mr. Stiff went 

calmly on to demand of the spirit what was it's 

purpose in troubling that chamber and family. 

" God shield us ! Sir," exclaimed a female 
attendant who was present to interpret the 
Spirit's meaning, " you should adjure the Ghost 
solemnly in the name of the Holy Trinity to 
answer you; and then it will give one knock 
for yes, and two for no, and if it does not like 
any thing it will scratch." 

" What you tell me, woman," said Stiff, ''is 
remarkably absurd, for 'tis but little less than 
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putting the entire game into the hands of the sup- 
poaed ^^antom, whereas it's revelations should 
be perfect and independent of an; aid from me. 
And for your sacred adjuration, never believe 
that I will profane holy things by using them 
to invocate a probable impostor." 

*' Sir," exclaimed the literary giant a second 
time, " you have agiun spoken wisely and well, 
and I have taken a hking to you. Questioning 
of supernatural beings in a form of solemn ex- 
orcising, first obtained in the early ages of the 
Church, in imitation of the holy names used by 
the Apostles, when casting out unclean spirits, 
especially when they were unwilling to declare 
themselves. But here is neither reluctancy in 
communication, nor any proof of a B|Nrit at 
all. A Monarch will require the credentials of 
an Ambassador, before he consent to acknow- 
ledge him as an Envoy." 

" I esteem your understanding, Sir," replied 
Stiff; "but as this nocturnal visitant is said to 
be gratified by being questioned, I deem it 
sufficient to say once more, to what end is tiiis 
disturbance in a house of reputation ?" 

A violent scratching interrupted the close of 
this demand ; the person who sat on the bed 
declared that it was extremely agitated, a fltlt- 
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tering as of wings was heard above the bed, 
and the child also appeared convulsed on the 
approach of the Spirit. 

** I can well believe," resumed Johnson, ** that 
such a question is unpleasing to that being, 
which requires to have both query and response 
stated for it^s choice. To accommodate our- 
selves to if s imperfections, therefore, I ask if 
this visitation be on account of love, fraud, 
or murder f" A single hollow knock followed 
his utterance of the third particular. 

Knowing your object, then,'' continued he, 

how can you convey information as to the 
act, or accusation as to the murderer ? These 
are not circumstances on which simple assent is 
sufficient evidence ; because it would be illegal 
to rehearse either the means, or the parties, 
which suspicion and previous knowledge might 
point out as the probable instruments.'' Loud 
and repeated scratchings followed these re- 
marks. " Gentlemen," resumed the great mo- 
ralist, undismayed by such symptoms of dis- 
pleasure, '* here is too much to be taken upon 
trust, and too much to be supplied for the pre- 
tended spirit, since it has only to assent, to 
deny, or to object, as though the powenr of 
an enfranchised soul were confined within nar- 
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rower bounds than those of the grossest cor- 
poreity." 

" But, Sir,^ said another of the visitors, 
** may not spirits be limited at the Creator's 
pleasure to answer only in a particular manner, 
and on a particular subject P^ 

^^ If you admit their ministration at all, Sir,'^ 
replied Johnson,. ^^ doubtless they may: pro- 
vided that the restraint be sufficient for the 
end for which they are affirmed to be sent. 
But here the means are incomplete; and the 
limitation is rather the capricious restrictions 
of a romancer, than the high commands of Om- 
nipotence, for the abstrusest ways of Providence 
are always perfect." 

" You won't deny, however, Sir," rejoined 
the same person, ^^ that the Ghost must have 
been well acquainted with family concerns, and 
that it has informed us of a matter which no- 
body knew till it was thus revealed.'' 

^^ Sir,'' said the Author of Rasselas, his 
voice and colour rising, " your argument is 
absolute folly ; since at this rate there is not a 
footman in London who is not quite as well 
qualified to set up for an accusing spirit. If 
you, reflect on how little has been told us, you 
will see that any of us would have made out 
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a more circumstantial charge; whereas a su- 
pernatural impeachment must be minute, clear, 
and indisputable, or it's genuineness must be 
abandoned. In subjects of abstruse specula- 
tion, therefore, I make a distinction between 
things which a man may devise or experience 
by the mere strength of his knowledge or his 
imagination, and that which imagination cannot 
produce. Thus, suppose I should think that 
I saw a form and heard a voice cry * Johnson, 
you are a very wicked fellow, and unless you 
repent you will certainly be punished !' my 
own unworthiness is so deeply impressed upon 
my mind that I might imagine I thus saw and 
heard, and therefore I should not believe that 
an external communication had been made to 
me. But if a form should appear, and a voice 
should tell me that a particular man had died 
at a particular place, and at a particular hour, 
a fact of which I had no apprehension, nor any 
means of knowing, and this fact, with all it^s 
circumstances, should afterwards be unques- 
tionably proved, I should, in that case, be per- 
suaded that I had had supernatural intelligence 
imparted to me. But here there is neither 
that minuteness of circumstance, nor is there 
likely to be the same fulness of proof : and this 
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pseudo-spirit rather resembles an artful accom" 
plice, who must be interrogated into evidence, 
than an accredited accuser, who makes a volun- 
tary impeachment.'' 

** Perhaps, gentlemen,'' said Parsons, for 
whom this address had by far too much virtue 
and good sense, " you would better like to be 
convinced that the Ghost is really present by 
it's telling the number of persons :" and without 
being asked, thirteen single blows were sounded 
heavily from the bed's head. 

" How many negroes are there ?" demanded 
a visitor, to which the reply was a single knock, 
referring to Johnson's black servant, Frank. 

" What is the colour of this watch-case ?" 
asked a Clergyman, holding one in a black 
shagreen case before the light. 

" Ay," said Parsons, " is it gold, silver, blue, 
green, or black ?" and the last colour was fol- 
lowed by a single knock. 

" I can bear this folly no longer. Sir,** said the 
stentor of literature to Parsons, in a very loud 
stem voice, at the safne time taking up his hat 
and moving towards the door : " Sir, this ex- 
hibition has not only convinced me that there 
is the most unblushing fraud in this matter, biit 
it also detects in you too irreverent and famili&r 
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a treatment' of the spirit wMch you affirm to 
be here, with the shallowest artifice in display- 
ioj; it to the public. If I doubted when the 
subject was serious from the imperfection of the 
communication, think you that a contemptible 
exhibition of mere animal sagacity would re* 
move that dubiosity? The trick has been 
' scarcely worthy of Bartholomew Fair, where an 
ingenious dog or a well-taught swine would as 
far have outdone this percutient puppet, as the 
copious eloquence of an Athenian orator would 
surpass the infructiferous babbUngs of an idiot. 
Sir,'' he continued, going up to Mr. Stiff a se- 
cond time, " I shall be glad to shake you by the 
hand again, you are a man of worth and wis- 
dom, and I meet with too many fools to slight 
any such : my residence is in the Inner Tem- 
ple Lane. Good night. Sir; come, Frank, 
we *ll be gone*** He then strode out of the 
house, and, notwithstanding all the solicitations 
of Parsons, Mr. Stiff and the other visitors soon 
followed him. , 

But though the Philosopher was more than 
ever convinced of the utter improbability of 
supernatural visitations, yet their nocturnal in- 
dications did not cease in his own dwelling. 
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They w^ere, liowever, principally heard around 
the chamber of Clara Fortescue, the most in- 
telligent and sensitive being in the house, who 
was also continually harassed with the thousand 
terrific stories which every day was bringing 
forth of the phantom in her vicinity, until her 
youth began to fade^ her health to droop, and 
her naturally high spirits to be broken down, 
under one of the most fatal diseases which ever 
preyed upon the human heart, — the terror ex- 
cited by a supposed supernatural influence. 
This painful situation, too^ was also rendered 
yet worse by Mrs. Webber, who acted as inter- 
preter-general between the phantom and the 
household ; since she stated that it had declared 
itself to be the spirit of the late Major Fortes- 
cue ; that his daughter had been poisoned in 
France ; and that the supposed Clara was illegi- 
timate, and had been brought up as a substitute 
by the family to which she was entrusted. In 
proof of this, it was alleged that her preceptor 
and all persons acquainted with the secret had 
departed, no one knew. whither ; and Mrs. Web- 
ber produced a' golden locket, which Clara ac- 
knowledged to have been her father's, contain- 
ing a miniature of his real daughter, with iui 
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inscription in his own hand attesting the like^ 
nesSy though it certainly had no resemblance to 
the interesting Ward of Philosopher Stiff. 

The compassionate feelings of that excellent 
man were so animated and excited by this dis- 
closure, that he protested, whether - she were 
Major Fortescue's daughter or not, he would 
continue to protect her during his life, and pro- 
vide for her afterwards: and he also added, 
that he would travel with her to any spot, or 
institute any enquiry to restore her to health. 
To this end he had several vain conversations 
with the Ghost; but the unhappy Clara grew 
daily more and more a prey to melancholy and 
fear ; she scarcely moved without looking wildly 
around her, as if for some being whom she was 
convinced was near, and yet dreaded to behold ; 
whilst her former beauty became wan with grief, 
and seemed rapidly hastening to a premature 

decay. 

It was soon after Mr. Stiff's visit to Cock 
Lane, that she one day visited the then famous 
promenade of the Temple Gardens, but the 
gay and various groups with which it was 
occupied, failed to entertain her, though she 
gazed around with wild and restless glances; 
until, overcome at length by fatigue and sor- 
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row, she sank down upon a bench in a vio- 
lent hysterical swoon. Though the sympa- 
thies of all who saw her were immediately 
awakened, her situation seemed principally to 
interest a middle-aged person in a handsome 
black habit, looking something like a foreign 
Ecclesiastic. He might long have passed un- 
noticed in a multitude, for his figure was 
somewhat under the usual size ; but they who 
once remarked him would not fail to look upon 
him again, since his countenance had such a 
beautiful expression of benevolence and sim- 
plicity. It was pale, however, to a very un- 
usual degree, though a profusion of brown hair 
still curled around it. With the most humane 
attention this person watched over Clara For- 
tescue, who, on her recovery, began to renew 
her wild and anxious glances, and addressing 
her in a voice extremely soft and musical, he 
said " Compose yourself. Lady. You have 
fainted from weakness and anxiety, and require 
to be calm. Tell me, is there any one whom you 
are seeking in these gardens ? if there be, and 

my services can discover ^ 

" Oh I no, no !'' answered Clara with terror, 

" would to God that I might never "" but 

looking as she spake on the face of her pro- 
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tector, her own became suddenly illuminated 
with joy, and she exclaimed, ^^ Can it be? Fa- 
ther Baptiste !Kanchfronte P^ 

^' Such indeed is my name,^^ replied he, 
" but, Lady, if you have no attendant here, 
you must permit me instantly to see yoi* to your 
friends. The night is fast closing in, and chilly 
dews are already rising ftrom the river : a time 
unfit for any to be abroad, but especially so fdr 
one as delicate and languid as you appear.*" 

** Ay, "^tis true," answered Clara, " arid I 
will place myself under your guidance;" and 
with a courteous expression of thanks to such 
as had interested themselves concerning her, 
she left the gardens with the Eeclesiastic. It 
was not until they were seated alone in a coach, 
that he would allow his fair charge to proceed 
in her inquiries ; but the worthy Ecclesiastic's 
story was soon told, as he had only to state that 
himself and several of his brethren had been 
ejected from their Convent in Paris in the pre- 
ceding August, fi;om an erroneous suspicion 
that the Order of Jesuits held disaffected prin- 
ciples. " Our support being thus gone,'' conti- 
nued he, " I came to England to exert the ta- 
lents with which God hath entru^ed mte for my 
daily subsistence ; and am now known^ only as a 
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teacher of languages ; rince the Priests <^ our 
Faith, and espedally those of my Order, are 
universally suspected and reviled for the folly 
and tunbidon of such as are unworthy of bear- 
ing our blessed title." 

It was Hot possible for Clara Fortescue to 
have met with any person whose advice and as- 
Eustance could have been so important to her, 
as those of this excellent Priest. Long attach- 
ed to her family, and consulted in all th^r af- 
fairs, he possessed the certificates of her birth, 
and first admission into the visible Christian 
Church by Baptism, and the Holy Communion ; 
and he had also been her wise preceptor in hu- 
man learning in Paris. He heard her extraor- 
dinary story with the glow of virtuous resent- 
ment, and in replying to it he said, " It is not 
enough that I can prove your identity beyond 
the shadow of a doubt, we must do more, and 
give up to the world's infamy those who have 
coined these detestable falsities, and have dared 
to mock the attributes and office of a disembo- 
died spirit !" 

The residence of the Abb^ Blancbironte was 
an inferior lodging in Cock Lane, where he was 
continually wearied with fresh repetitions of the 
frauds of Parsons and his daughter, though he^-' 
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possessed not the means of publicly exposing 
them. After this interview with Clara, how- 
ever, he tenderly bade her support her spirits 
but a few hours longer, and then retiring to his 
apartment drew up a short account of her story 
with all those undeniable proofs of which he 
was in possession. , Whilst he was thus en- 
gaged, one of his pupils, who had frequently 
experienced his worth and wisdom, called up- 
on him on behalf of the person whom the phan- 
tom of Cock Lane charged with an improbable 
murder, and requested the Abbe to visit Pto- 
lemy Horoscope, the Astrologer of Little Bri- 
tain, and consult him as to the discovery of the 
fraud and it's author. The general belief in 
Judicial Astrology, which remarkably character- 
ised this and the preceding century, induced the 
pious Abb6 readily to adopt this plan as the 
surest, and, perhaps, only means of procuring the 
most authentic information, both on that case in 
which he was especially interested, and on that 
which then occupied the attention of half London. 
Upon his arrival in Little Britain, the Abb^ 
was received by Parable, to whom the events 
in Cock Lane had furnished such continual 
employment, that he could scarcely think or 
speak of any thing else; which, however, did not 
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greatly tend to improve the ordinary weakness 
of his intellect. " Salvo, Doctor P* said the 
erudite Serving-man, looking at Blanchfronte's 
clerical habit, '* Do'ee come from exercising the 
Ghost in Cock Lane this morning, that W 
knock so early ?" 

*' Nay, friend,'' answered the Jesuit, " I leave 
the exercising of the Ghost, as you shrewdly 
term it, to the fraudful individuals who first 
devised it: my concerns are with the learned 
Ptolemy Horoscope.*" 

*^ He will talk to'ee anonymously,'^^ replied Pa- 
rable, " but first I would be glad to confer with 
'ee touching the spiritualities of Cock Lane." 

" I pray you," returned the Abb6, " forth- 
with to let me see thy master ; mine affairs are 
of too high moment to brook aught of delay, or 
to give place to the discussion of " 

" An imposture with a fool !"' said Horoscope 
gravely walking out of his study, and looking 
sternly at Parable, " how often am I to ad- 
monish you against this folly? will nothing 
teach thee wisdom short of utter destruction ? — 
Enter, Sir,*' he continued, addressing Blanch- 
fronte, " and mark him not. The infatuation 
of ghost-seeing may well be expected in the 

VOL. III. p 
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mind of an idiot, unce it has beclouded the 
acutest intellects of our City.^ 

"You hold the visitation of Cock Lane, 
then, to be but a deception ?** said Blanch- 
fronte, following Horoscope into his study. 

" Can I do otherwise P"** returned the Astro- 
loger; " does the Almighty make use of such 
low and grovelling agencies to fulfil the secret 
designs of his providence? 'Twere blasphemy 
to think it. Christians in common hold that 
spirits may be permitted to rise from the grave, 
but then it is for some great and momentous 
end ; and they come enwrapped in that solemn 
dread with which death has invested them, 
never failing to execute that for which the 
King of all things has summoned them forth. 
Sut for these impious framers of contemptible 
mockeries to assume such a power ! — ^let them 
look to it ; discovery and disgrace shall yet 
certainly pursue them, and perchance even the 
terrors of the grave shall not be tempted in 
vain!" 

'^ I could not more forcibly have expressed 
my own thoughts,^ replied the Abb^, " and it 
was even on this very subject that I have 
sought your aid. In more than one instance, the 
living have been calumniated and oppressed by 
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these pretended messengers from the dead ; and 
my den^ands are, whether they be not impos* 
tors? their charges false? by whom they have 
been devised ? and by what means they may be 
discovered ? I know that gold can have no in- 
fluence over knowledge such as this, but gra^ 
titude shall recompense whatever wisdom un» 
folds;' 

•* The questions which you have now put to 
me,^ said Horoscope, " are some of the most 
melancholy in the whole circle of Judicial As- 
trology ; and however private they may be in 
themselves, they involve nothing less than the 
present and future tranquillity of this wide 
metropolis. And now I hasten to prove my 
skill upon them, erecting a figure from the mo- 
ment when you pronounced them, since the 
Horary Question is the birth of the mind; I 
doubt not your anxiety, I doubt not your 
sincerity, and whatever the stars may declare, 
doubt not you but it shall come to pass.*' 

The Astrologer then turned him to his 
sphere, and was almost immediately enwrapped 
in erecting and contemplating his client^s figure; 
whQ^t Bianchfronte, folding his arms, awaited 
in silence his farther communications. 

Whilst Horoscope was employed upoB^ the 

p 2 
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figure, the emotions which it excited were all 
exhibited on his visage, like the varying ges- 
tures of Alexander beneath the influence of 
tnusic. In the commencement a frequent sigh 
burst from him; then a smile tinctured with 
contempt passed across his face ; but as he con- 
cluded, an expression of dread, blended with 
pious wonder, overspread his countenance, and 
seemed for some seconds to render him motion- 
less. " Fiat voluntas tua r at length exclaim- 
ed Horoscope in a low voice, bowing his head, 
** it is in truth a just retribution for the as- 
sumption of incorporeal power : and the Ruler 
of spirits will not be mocked in vain."" 

*' Amen! Gloria in excelsia Deo r responded 
Blanchfronte; "and now, tell me, venerable 
man, what thou hast seen of futurity, for thy 
looks have been those of one who contemplates 
things far beyond mortality.^ 

"You are right," said Horoscope, casting 
his eyf-^ again upon the figure which he had 
erected, " I have seen triumph for the calum- 
niated, exposure for the fraudful, and the most 
dreadful retribution on those who devise evil 
against the orphan. This question, then, is of the 
T^welfth House, to which belong all enquiries con- 
cerning witchcraft and spirits ; and it refers also 
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to every kind of affliction, secret enemies, anxiety, 
and suffering : whence it is sometimes called the 
Joy of Saturn, who is the parent of malignity. 
Mercury being posited in this House, indicates 
very fraudulent enemies ; though, not being a 
superior Planet, their power will be limited, 
and the Moon being afflicted in the Sixth House, 
shews that they are servants, or inferior per- 
sons. The Lord of the Tenth House being 
dominant in the Twelfth, foreshews their ap^ 
proaching imprisonment and disgrace: but this 
is greatly increased by the Lord of the Eighth 
House being seated in the Seventh, which im- 
plies a sudden and violent retribution upon one 
of them, which, perhaps, will be effected in a 
preternatural manner." 

'* Almighty Providence !'' exclaimed Blanch- 
fronte, " and when may this be looked for ?'* 

" Before the next sun-rise, as I deem it,^' re- 
plied the Astrologer, " since the significator of 
the event, is almost lost in the fire of the star 
which it approaches. I find in this Horoscope 
two persons indicated as the calumniated par- 
ties ; one of whom appears to be a female or- 
phan, blessed with every endowment of body 
and mind, under the care of a prudent and 
virtuous guardian. As the whole of this figure 
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is expressive of sincerity, I regard not the 
significator of my Querent ; though it seems to 
import a virtuous scholar and Divine, of some 
rank, under the cloud of exile: but this I do 
not look upon, since curiosity befits not him to 
whom secret things are voluntarily unfolded.^' 

" Hitherto, then, you have spoken truly," 
said the Abb6, ^^ but now, most learned Ptole- 
my, I would ask one question more. What 
should be done to bring these deceptions to 
an end, and their fraudulent contrivers to ex- 
posure ?'" 

" Keep your eyes upon the coming month," 
answered Horoscope, " for all that concerns the 
deceptions of Cock Lane will forthwith be con* 
eluded, by removing to a distant dwelling that 
child whom the spirit is said to possess; and 
there, wanting her ordinary instruments, the 
counterfeit will speedily be discovered.*^ It is 

^ The supernatural noises in Cock Lane were said 
to have been first heard in 1760^ thougb they do not 
appear to have excited any particular public attention 
until Friday^ January 16th^ 1762^ when four persons sat 
up in the room^ and proposed a series of questions to 
the spirit. The trial which first exposed the imposture 
to<^ place at the house of the Rev. Stephen Aldrioh^ 
Reetor of St. John's, Clerkenwell^ on the night of Mod* 
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true that new arts may be subsequently practised, 
but they shall fall at once and for ever ! — The 
power of man will have but little to do with un- 
veiling of the other impostor, since Heaven hath 
reserved that to itself. Be you present, how- 
ever, with all the parties concerned, at the next 
pretended visit of the spirit, and when the 
mockery of an unquiet ghost shall have begun, 
openly declare it to be a deception : command 
the impostor as she values her own soul to cease 
and/£o acknowledge the fraud, and if this ad- 
juration fail, commit the issue to God ! *^ 
/ " Be it so/' said the Abb^ rising, " I feel 
convinced that your words are the words of 
truth ; and this gold, with which I am comr- 
missioned to present you, were but a poor re- 
quital for such penetrating wisdom, if that wis* 
dom could be either sold or bought. Farewell, 
my learned friend, and I trust that we shall 

day^ Fcbmary Ist^ when the ghost Iwas'^also vainly sum*^ 
noned to appear in the vaults oif St. John's Church. In 
the course of the same mcHith^ however^ the usual noises 
were heard at oth^ houses to which the possessed child 
was removed ;— on Sunday^ 21st^ she was detected in se- 
creting a hoard to assist her in counterfeiting them ; and 
on Saturday^ July lOth^ five of the principals were tried 
iM^nre Lord Maasfield for a conspiracy, and found gniJty. 
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meet again.^ Blanchfronte then took up the 
figure which Horoscope had drawn out, and 
left the house of the Astrologer. 

On the Abb^^s arrival at Snow Hill, Clara 
introduced him to Mr. Stiff, who, though a re- 
markably placid man, was nearly ready to em- 
brace him for t^e power he possessed to vin- 
dicate his Ward. The Astrologer's directions, 
however, and their own prudence were such, that 
all proceedings were suspended till the evening; 
and when the nocturnal disturbance had com- 
menced, the Jesuit was introduced as a Clergy- 
man who wished to be a witness of the super- 
natural visitation. The whole party was then 
introduced -into an anti-room where the spirit 
was particularly restless. Mrs. Webber was de- 
mure, Clara was anxious, Blanchfronte was 
solemn, Philosopher Stiff was in an uneasy calm, 
and Gulp, Who crept in behind, was all eyes^ 
and ears, though he was almost afraid either to 
see or hear. It was night, the room was lighted 
up, ^nd the lustre fell chiefly upon a large pier-*' 
glass, which hung between the windows next the' 
street, near which were seated the principal 
persons, whilst Mrs. Webber stood opposite to 
it, and acted as interpreter between the ghost 
and the party. The spirit and if s missicm; 
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having been announced by knocking, it began 
to grow particularly loud and clamorous; 
when Mrs. Webber stated that it always fled 
with a loud cry at hearing the commencement 
of St. John's Gospel : whereupon Blanchfronte, 
in a clear and solemn voice, began to recite the 
Greek text of that Evangelist^ 

'^'En archk ek Lo60s,KAi o Logos ek pros ton 
Theon, kai Theos ek o Logos." 

He paused for a moment, but his citation had 
BO effect, and the noise continued even with re- 
doubled violence. 

** Your Reverence must conjure the ghost in 
English, before it will speak,^ said Mrs. Web-' 
ber. 

** No, woman,^' began Blanchfronte in a 
stem voice, " it is you whom I will adjure ; 
for if there were no other proof of fraud, this 
is one, since your feigned spirit started not 
even at the spell which lays it, because pro* 
nounced in the original tongue. But listen 
farther, woman, and if thou can'st repent, and^' 
own the fraud, do it at once, and save thy soul' 
and body. See, here are the certificates of this 
lady's birth and baptism, of which I am the 

p 5 
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Uving witness : from my bands she received the 
consecrated wafer, and from my lips her in- 
struction.^ 

" No doubt, your Reverence,'' replied th^ 
hypocritical Mrs. Webber, ^^ but what is this 
to me ? since I would not hurt a hair of her 
head for a golden mine : but one must speak, 
when one's rest is disturbed by terrible sounds, 
for the ghost has declared he will not quit the 
house till all be righted.'' 

« Which," said Stiff, « I wiU this night see 
done before I sleep ; 'therefore. Mistress Weh* 
her, since there can be nothing preternatural m 
all this, own that the fraud has been your's, and 
depart my house in safety with all your pro- 
perty : continue to deny it, and your next re* 
move shall be to a place of security: officers 
are already in attendance." 

" Oh !" exclaimed Mrs. Webber, evading 
the proposal, ^^ I 'U go, and be glad enough 
too ; but I can't help it if the young lady is n 
natural daughter." 

<^ Now," said Blanchefronte, ^^ I have done, 
she will not confess, and I commit the issue 
unto God!" 

^' Oh ! my father !" said Clara in agony, 
^^ Oh ! that you could pity and protect your 
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child ! Ha 1^ continued she pointing %o the 
glass, ^^ see! he is there! he is there !^ and she 
sank down before it in an attitude of pious ve^ 
neration. Erery one as she spoke looked to 
the mirror, though to their eyes nothing 
unusual was visible: but when Mrs. Webber 
glanced at it, she gave a loud cry and fell sense- 
less on the floor. It was afterwards discovered 
that the glassy surface had for a moment dis» 
appeared and displayed the interior ot a tent, 
wherein a British officer, pale and woundied, 
seemed to stretch out his arras over Clara. 
Mrs. Webber, in the greatest terror at the 
sight of the real spirit whose visitations she had 
feigned, lost her reason^ and never afterwards 
recovered it. 

For the gratification of those who like to 
know all, or rather more than all a historian 
can tell, I must add that Philosopher Stiff soon 
after quitted the Golden GrifRu and Tezel ; 
which, upon being taken down, made a full dis- 
covery of Mrs. Webber's contrivances to pro* 
duce the noises of a haunted house* The old 
Citizen retired to the country, where the purer 
air and the Abb6^8 society restored Clara's 
tranquillity and health, though her former livdy 
spirits never returned again. Mrs. Webber is 
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said to have died in Bethlehem Hospital, and 
those who might be inclined to smile at the first 
dawnings of her ambition, will certainly not 
palliate her latter crimes, or think that the de- 
struction of an innocent creature's happiness 
was avenged with too heavy a retribution. The 
subject of ghost-seeing soon began to decline in* 
London, as the Cock Lane spirit was shortly 
afterwards proved to be an impostor, by the 
Very time and means which Ptolemy Horoscope 
had predicted. Master Anthony Gulp, however, 
could not be persuaded but what there must 
have been some virtue in hismagic money, since 
he often gravely declared, that he carried five 
shillings of it in his pur^e for more than twenty 
years, and never once found himself in want of 
a crown ! 
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JUNIUS;-THE VEILED POLITICIAN! 



A LEGEND OF ALDERSGATE. 



We have the receipt of Fem-^seed^ we walk invisible! 

Shakspeahs. 



In laying before my readers one of the most 
extraordinary histories contained in the whole 
volume of the Astrologer^s manuscripts, I must, 
as usual, introduce it by a few prefatory circum« 
stances by which they will be n)ade acquainted 
with some of those minor instruments, some of 
those important, yet unseen and lowly agents, 
which men who have extensive or arduous 
duties to discharge, or an exalted character 
for wisdom to sustain, are almost invariably 
compelled to make use of. 
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It was fortunate for my readers in many in- 
stances, and especially so in the present, that 
soon after my becoming a resident at the Golden 
Time, in Little Britain, I formed an intimacy 
with an eminent Currier, Leather-cutter, and 
Breeches-maker, who lived but a short distance 
from Sirs. Pendulum, at the sign of the '^BsAt 
AND Roebuck;^ wherein the Patriarch's son 
was represented in a full court suit of buff- 
leather, taking aim with a match-lock gun at an 
iU-adTised doe, who seemed to be waiting fox 
him to fire his unwieldy artillery. On either 
sid^ of this device, whidi was pinnted within a 
frame of golden flowers in the middle of the 
shew-board above his window, was written, — 
*^ Abb AH AM Buckskin Maketh Breeches, Belts, 
Stage-coadi Caps, Gloves, R^mental Accou- 
trejB^iHits, Gfdloshes, Overhawls, Mud,-boots, and 
^1 jOther things which may be made of Buff-^ 
lather.'' 

^neath. tb^ inviting sigOrboard there was a 
k^nd of short-tiled pent^Jt^ouse, which covered an 
Qp«& window^ or street-coupter, f(u^ed of laide 
lUld ^tput wooden beams; -i^hereon the npnster 
usuiklly sat in considerable state, driving bis ^teel 
thiSOfig^ the clMtinate matoe^l which be inami- 



f 9ctured ; or behind which he appeared sottiog 
skins, or cutting them with no little laix>ur into 
various odd patterns. Before the shop-door 
was a square porch, supported by short twisted 
pillars, and containing a carved bench on either 
side, with a hatch separating this gazabo Irom 
the street : and here, about half-part seven evepy 
evening, Mr. Buckski^, — ^who waa as predse in 
his Planners as a long acquaintance mih hvdS'* 
lettther could make him, — after disw>unti^g 
from his shop*board, hanging up bis shears^ 
and folding up his hides, used to com^ out fSor 
air and recreation to the front of bis . tenem^t. 
Here he would be seen loungipg with both arms 
over the half-door^ ever ai^ ai^on calling put to 
9 neighbour who might chaiB^ to be .pasfiing, 
(^ maintiomng a Gpnver8atioo5 or an argumant* 
across the narrow street, with one who was also 
enjoying the salubrious smoke of liitUe 9rii;aia 
Uke himself. Sometimes^ indeed, his recreatipas 
would be varied by his having ftn bandk^cbief 
thrown over his head, and sitting up on one 
bendi, with his short §tout l^s laid .up jPi^ lbf( 
(4b^9 rga^Dg through his large icon-frmned. 
round->eyed spectacles upon the tall c^lunu^:^ 
the Public jldvertise^, which^ as .he used, t^, 
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read it at full length, with stretched-out-arms, 
caused him to fill up the whole door-way when^ 
ever he studied it. 

My own hour of relaxation being about the 
^ame time as that of Mr. Buckskin, when even- 
ing is at odds with night, the time which the 
vulgar call owl-light, it was then my custom to 
take a short walk to consider of the success of 
my literary employments during the past day, 
and form plans for the execution of others on 
the morrow. It was on my return from one of 
these walks, that I found Mr. Buckskin, with 
the newspaper still in his hand, looking from 
his wooden retreat on the world without, he 
having exchanged his reading for observation, 
as the twilight grew more into night. When I 
passed his door, as we had on similar occasions 
^cchanged so much of courtesy as to nod at 
each other, or ^ve a brief salutation, I said, 
^*' Good even. Sir; your sight lasts you well, if 
you can read at this hour.*" 

" Why, Sir," replied he, « though I 'm sixty- 
five next Hallowmas, I can see with my glasses 
as long as many younger ones; though since 
we Ve lost the tickling Letters from Junius, the 
paper -s hardly wcxrth looking into. But, while 
he wrote, 'fore George I used to have out the 
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boy with a lanthorn here. Sir, and read till I ^d 
got the letter by heart, and St. Botolph went 
nine r 

" Indeed, Sir ! that was in the spirit of a 
true politician ; /but, certainly, that was a time 
which was calculated to excite the attention and 
awaken the interest of a nation. Faction and 
envy were then striking, in a veiled form, at all 
that is high and honourable ; Using the graces 
of language to defame, and the arts of rhetoric 
to express the most inveterate hatred and pas- 
sion. It has always appeared to me as the 
most astonishing event of our own days, that 
such a writer could so perfectly have baffled all 
enquiry.^ 

'*• Why look ye, Sir,^ said Buckskin, la3ring 
his fore finger to the side of his nose, " I say 
nothing, but, if my advice had been taken, he 
would have been safe in St. Botolph's watch- 
house yonder; but no, Mr. Shakestaff, who 
was then Constable of the night, let him slip- 
after all my information.^ 

As I very much wished to hear more of this 
story, since it would essentially illustrate one of 
the cdd Astrologer's relations, which bore the 
title affixed to this paper, I began lamenting, 
how frequently men in office were blind to th& 
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advice of untitled merit, and how often the most 
important services were thus refused. As I 
suspected, the old Currier caught the oppor- 
tunity of displaying his own penetration, by 
saying, " Why, Sir, what you say is all very 
true ; but Master Shakestaff never could abide 
any one^s tongue to be heard but his own. But 
oome in, neighbour, and we 11 have a toast and 
a tankard', and talk over the story ; — ^it ^s well 
wi)rth your hearing, I can tell you. — Peter 
Doe ! where are you ? — don't you hear St Bo- 
tolph^s going eight, and no shutters ready P — 
Peter Doe! I'm surprised at your keeping the 
dhop open so ; — I should have been knighted, 
Sir, for that affair ; but as I told old Shakestaff*, 
he was benighted, without catching the man ! It 
made him bitter angry. — Peter Doe! Peter 
Doe! ever while you live keep regular hoars; 
open at seven, and shut at eight ; true old Cky 
times, Peter Doe: — ^Yes, Sir, it would have 
been the making of me, and indeed it was the 
making of Master Shakestaff, for it made hxm 
so ridiculous, and so public, that he could not 
cross the street without some one asking him 
'who was Junius?' — ^while another would say, 
*- was the infcnrmation well paid for. Master Con* 
Stable P — ^and so the laugh went round; but 
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we ^11 in and talk oa \ — Good night, Peter Doe, 
and mind you^re here when St. Botolph strikes 
seven in the morning; — ^always keep regular 
hours, Peter Doe." 

Thus repeatedly cautioned, Peter Doe with* 
drew, and we retired into a small back parlour, 
where my precise, but friendly and gossiping 
host, gave me many particulars concerning the 
attempted seizure of Junius. These I have 
amalgamated with the history by Ptolemy Ho» 
rosoope, to which they form additional scenes; 
but throughout all I have remodelled the Ian. 
guage, omitted the personal pronouns used by 
the two relators, and cast the whole into one 
continuous narrative; as I have indeed also 
done with respect to all the Astrologer's other 
papers. The reader may however be as- 
sured, that the relation is equally authentic; 
and that if I had given him even the very 
words of the Manuscript, he would not be in 
possession of a history more veradous than 
is the following. 



It was about the middle of December, 17699 
that the mind of the nation in general, and that 
of the metropoUs in particular, received so deep 



A 



3 



882 TALES OF AN ANTiaUAEY.' 

an impression from the perusal of Junius^ viru- 
lent, and almost treasonable Letter to the King; 
^' When I saw his attacks,*^ says one, who could 
never be suspected of any very slavish reverence 
for the throne, or too great a deference with re- 
gard to the language in which Sovereigns should 
be addressed,^ — " When I saw his attacks on 
the King, I own my blood ran cold ! I thought 
he had ventured too far, and that there was 
an end of his triumphs !" Such a confession, 
from a leading opposition member, even were 
the letter itself not in existence, would convey 
no slight idea of the sensation which it excited ; 
but as that is well known, a still better estimate 
of it may be formed. The friends of royalty, 
and the ministers, additionally excited by the 
publication of that letter, were continually on 
the watch for it's author : unavailing plans were 
incessantly laid for his discovery, and night and 
day were vainly devoted to the execution of 
them. On the other hand, those who held the 
same sentiments, and who supported the same 
cause, as Junius^ rejoiced to find that one, im- 
pervious to sights and invincible in daring, one 
who was too closely hidden to be seized upon by 
law, and too certain of his security to be at all 
mindful of the language in which he expressed 
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himself, thus fought their cowardly battles. 
They were rejoiced to find that one possessing 
these advantages, joined to a gift of utterance 
which few c^ them could boast of, hurled from 
behind his anonymous screen, the ^^ fire-brands, 
arrows, and death" of false patriotism, and of 
private hatred. The mind of the author him- 
self, however, could not have been in the calm- 
est state ; for there was continually suspended 
over him tlie possibility of discovery by some 
fortuitous and unforeseen circumstance, and the 
consequences attendant upon such a detection 
were too serious to be contemplated. There 
also were doubtless many moments, in which 
the Veiled Politician might easily have been 
secured ; when he was in the very centre of his 
enemies, like Alfred in the Danish camp, or 
Napoleon amidst the British army in Egypt 

Such was the situation of things at the time 
when this story commences ; and it was upon a 
dark and stormy evening at that period, that 
Titus Parable, the servant of Horoscopfe, the 
Astrologer, while entering his master's house, 
had a letter thrust into his hand by a tall muf- 
fled figure, who instantly vanished into the 
gloomiest part of the street without uttering a 
word. Parable, who well knew all these singu- 
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and mysteries of his professioii, first 
read the direction by the dim light of the large 
globe-lamp above the door, — '^ To Ptolemy 
Horoscope, the Astrologer, at the Globe and 
Comet, No. 141, Little Britain;'^ he then ex- 
amined the seal, which was oval in diape, and 
bore a slight impression of an antique head; 
and lastly, having satisfied his own curiosity 
upon these points, he shut the street-^door, and 
carried the epistle up stairs. 

When Parable entered the Astrologer^s cham* 
ber, he placed the letter before his master, say- 
ing, — '^ One at the door did give me that epi^o^ 
lus for 'ee ; but a' did not sav what a' wanted. 
A' went off again at the turn o' th^ street towards 
the Portum Civitatisy without speaking. It 
seems to me to be a kind of allegory, or meta- 
physical para6o/o5, for doth not he that is caU- 
ed Abadone, thrust evil things into our hearts 
and vanish before we can say who or what, and 
get the nominative case to the antecedent ?^ 

^^ And how was the stranger habited?^ said 
Horoscope. 

^' Muffled in a TogOy or doak, like a 
Poadi — hem I — like a Roman sinecure^ so that 
his face was hidden from me like unto a Gre- 
dan soothsayer; — ^though as I tell'^ee, sC said 
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nothing, argoU ^ ccniM not be a wothsayer. I 
riiould think by a'^s coming so late with a letter, 
that a must be a night^rrantJ^ 

While Parable was making these deductions. 
Horoscope was reading the letter, the contents 
of which were as follow : " Your skill as an As- 
trologer is widely spoken of, and it is said by 
some that yon have arts beyond those which you 
publicly profess. One who would fain put this 
to the proof, will be at the eastern end of St 
Botolph's Churdi to-morrow at midnight ; where 
you will meet him, and conduct him to your 
dwelling, while some one must be left to watch 
in his place. The signal by which you may 
discover him, shall be pronouncing the words 
from Cicero's attack upon Catiline, ' Do none of 
these things affright you ?' to which he will an- 
swer from Livy's record of Junius Brutus^ 
speech over Lucretia, ^ Courage, Romans,— 
the Gods are for us !^ Observe these directions, 
act with caution and honour, or be assured that 
you shall tremble for the consequences.'*' 

*^ Parable,^' said the Astrolc^er as he finished 
the letter, ^' have you the courage and fidelity 
to watch for me a night under the wall of St. 
Botolph yonder ?^ 

<< Do^ee want me to go there now, in the mn 
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and the storm ?^ replied the equivocating ser- 
ving-man. '^Why it^s as cold as a night in 
Rooshee; and the moon's hid, that it's as dark 
as it was in the great fog in Mizraim^ when the 
children of Is— " 

** Peace!" said Horoscope sternly, ** I want 
not to expose thee to the inclemencies of this 
night, but on the evening of to-morrow, were 
all the storms which history records raging in 
the skies, thou must watch for me beneath the 
Church wall. Remember! — a word of mine 
will yet restore thee as a sacrifice to the broken 
laws of thy country. There is life and death, 
discovery and ruin, lying, upon thy service.** 

^^ What shall I do with myself in the street 
So late ?" said Parable, ^^ do^ee know that the 
watchmen will take me for a '^ 

"No matter,'* returned Horoscope hastily; 
" if they take thee for aught but a knavish fool, 
they will be deceived. Yet should they seize 
thee, let me have no babbling ; — wait patient- 
ly until the morning without declaring thyself, 
and I will then release thee. But muffle thy- 
self in thy cloak and avoid them ; — mutter thy 
prayers in silence^ if thou knowest any ; and 
now begone to thy rest.'* This last command 
Parable immediately obeyed: but with regard 
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to th^ others^ he resolved to solicit the advice 
of his neighbour Buckskin, on the following 
morning. 

As Parable made his exit from the door with 
his usual " Bonos JS^octos^ Maguter/^ the As- 
trologer again tum^ to the letter, and after 
reading it a second time, said--^^ There isbut 
one who could write this ; there is but one who 
would utter these words on such an occasion : 
Junius, — the Veiled Politician ! the se- 
cret bandit, the political inquisitor, whom all 
men admire, many fear, and more ^hate ;^ye^9 
it must be he ! — but wherefore s^eks he me ? 
Wherefore should he,> who js .so pierfectly 
shrouded in his own assuiped title, fly to Ptole- 
my Horoscope? — No matter; the sins and the 
weaknesses of man produce many different and 
astonishing effects. — I will see him at the time 
he hath appointed.*^ 

During the next day^ Parable took a secret 
opportunity of acquainting Mr.. Buckskin with 
his intended vigil, and of hinting his suspicion 
that an important meeting was to take place 
under the Church wall ; adding also, 4hat he 
heard the word Junius escape his master^s lips, 
with considerable surprise, as he read the let- 
ter. Abraham Buckskin was not that y^ar ip 
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any parochial office, but he lost no time in 
ODmrnunicating his information to Mr. Macca- 
beus ShakestafF, then Deputy-Constable of the 
Night, for the First Precinct of the Parish 
of St. Botolph, in the Ward of Aldersgate. 
Shakestaff was a peculiarly fine specimen of the 
old City Parish-officer ; one who was the hum- 
ble admirer of all the Corporation of London, 
and the principal officers of his own Ward in 
particular ; whom, united, he considered as the 
conclave of all authority, the highest part of 
the throne of honour. Next to them he placed 
himself, and many were his endeavours to in- 
spire all the officers beneath his control with 
that reverential awe which he constantly evinc- 
ed towards those above him. By dint of often 
lecturing, declaiming, charging, and reproving, 
he indeed at length brought the Beadle, Street- 
keepers, and Watchmen, to think that '* the De- 
vil should sometimes be honoured for his burn- 
ing throne,'' and they therefore ceased to enter 
the Watch-house with their caps on ; touched 
their hats whenever they passed him ; prefaced 
their speeches with " Good Master Constable ;" 
spake of him as " the worshipful Master Shake- 
staff;" frequently bowed in their colloquies with 
him ; and when they wanted to gain a particular 
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point or favour, made a grand descent of flat- 
tery, by calling him " Your worship^s honour.'' 
All this, while it increased his pride, which was 
not wanting, did not add to the treasure of his 
wisdom^ which was at a very low ebb. When 
he was to conduct any affair of office, he always 
acted upon the advice of others ; though when 
they had concluded giving it, he commonly 
frowned them into silence, or expressed his sur- 
prise at their supposing he was at all at a loss. 
To complete his picture, Mr. Shakestaff was 
about four feet six inches in height ; of a clean 
smart appearance, evincing great state in his 
walk, and wearing powder to hide the ravages 
of Time upon his hair, which was tied in a short 
tail behind. He also wore a cocked: hat, cariied 
a stout cane in the position of a soldier's musket, 
and spake hurriedly with somewhat of stuttQ% 
ing, which, however, made his manner appeip 
itiU more^ stately. ^ ' 

To him then Mr. Buckskin carried his re- 
port, to which Shakestaff having attentively 
listened, thus replied: "Now — now — now — 
mister — mister — mister — mister — Buckskin, — 
all, all this is very sad, — ^but I'll know, yes, 
1 11 know all about it. Not — ^not — not that I 
don't know now, — but, — but, — I'll give the 

q2 



>-. 



840 TALES OF AN ANTIQUARY. 

Watchmen a charge, — yes, a charge, — but you're 
not to think — ^no, — ^no, — not to think that it's 
in consequence of your infor — ^information, — 
Oh ! no— no — no I I knew — that is, I suspected 
&\\ this, a long time ago : and so mister — mister 
— mister Buckskin, we shaVt want you at the 
—at the Watch-house to-night." 

The wily old Currier knew his man, and being 
assured in his own mind that if any discovery 
were made, he could easily take advantage of 
it, stated, that " he did it merely to serve the 
interests of the Ward," and withdrew. While 
his plan was carrying on, unknown to the As- 
trologer:, he who was the principal subject was 
not so uninformed ; for about the middle of the 
day, the post brought Horoscope a letter, writ- 
ten in quite a different hand, and with a seal 
wholly unlike to that which appeared on the 
billet of the preceding night. The contents 
were in Latin, of which the following is a trans- 
lation : — ^^ Your appointment of this night has 
been discovered, and plans are laid for the 
seizure of him who was to have met you : 
change therefore to the South side of S|^(9o- 
tolph's Church-yard, beneath the Cit^^all, at 
an hour earlier, and let no mortal know of the 
alteration. Place your servant, muffled up, to 
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wait where the meeting was to have been. If 
you act faithfully, this transaction shall make 
your fortune ; if not, be assured that your in- 
stant and irrevocable ruin shall foUow.^^ 

About half-past eight o'clock on that night 
Mr. ShakestafF, full of his intended charge, pro- 
ceeded to the Watch-house, where he found 
most of his myrmidons already convened. The 
Watch-houses of London had, at the period 
now spoken of, ceased to be built in that cir- 
cular form which procured for them the name 
of Round-houses, although they were still fa- 
miliarly called so. That of Little Britain was 
a small, square, and low building, on the North- 
east side of Botolph's Church-yard ; where, 
during the night, a lanthorn was suspended at 
the door. Within it was lined with oak, and 
garnished with the night-raiment of the Watch- 
men ; fetters and handcuffs, lanthorns and stavj 
fire-arms and swords ; while over the enoi 
fire-plaee hung, in a large black wooden frai 
" A list of all the Worshipful 0£Bcers of the 
Ward of Aldersgate, for this year mdcclxix;- 
with the names of the several precincts into 
1^ which it is divided, and to which they belong ; 
whereunto are added the Officers of this Parish 
of St. Botolph, with their places of abode: the 
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whole reduced to method by Maccabeus Shake- 
staff, Deputy-Constable of the Night in the said 
Parish." By the side of the fire-place stood a 
very large black leathern chair, in size and shape 
resembling a watch-box, which was occupied 
by Mr. Shakestaff himself ; before it was a long 
oaken table bearing several bright tankards for 
passing away the time, and an old black pewter 
inkstand, with the Watch-house books of re- 
cord. The room was cheerfully lighted by a 
large fire that blazed roaring up the chimney, 
and by an antique brass candelabrum which 
hung down from the blackened ceiling. 

When the Constable had taken the chair, and 
had called over his muster-roll, he began thus : 
— " Now — now, — now you, — ^you gentlemen 
Watchmen of the First Precinct of the Parish 
of St. Botolph, and Ward of Aldersgate, in the 
worshipful City of London ; — now, — now,-*^l 
of you mind what I 'm a going to say to you. 
You — ^you all know, I dare say, that there's, 
been a great many letters in the newspapers,— 
aye, in the newspapers, from a man that's called 
Junius, and how he's been very very impudent to 
the King's most gracious excellency, God bless 
it ! during last week, — hem ! — yes, only last 
week. Well, we are insulted also, when our 
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good Sang is; and we should, — aye, — ^yes, — to 
be sure, — we should try to seize this most noto- 
rious knave : and it'^s thought by us, the heads 
of the Parish, who have a great deal <^ secret 
labours for it^s welfare, that he*ll be here to 
night, — ^plotting with that Astrologer, who — 
who lives at the Globe and Comet up by the 
Ward pump. — Thady Nightlight, that, — that^s 
your walk, and IVe a notion that you're in 
league witli old Horoscope." 

** Is it myself, that your honour's worship says 
is in lague with ould Hollyscope ?** ejaculated 
Nightlight ; then laying down his staff and lant- 
horn, he continued : " Sure now, and I never 
spake to the sinner but onest, when my wife 
Judy lost her illigant tay-spoons by dropping 
them into the Flate-ditch ; and I ask the ould 
thaaf whether we should ever get them out 
again. Och no ! lUl stick to the Ward and 
your honour like a dirty shirt on a Summer^ 
night ; sure and I will, — won''t.I now ?*' 

" Well,— well then, you— you may go Upon 
your round: and you, — ^you Mike Orderly, 
watch me weU about the Eastern end of the 
Church, and bring me any body you find there: 
hell most likely be — ^be muffled up, — for Ju- 
nius — ^yes, Junius means a disguised villain : — 
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and hell be talking some ungodliness; but 
bring him along, never— never you mind what 
be says, — I '11^ — 1*11 know all about it. Now, 
-r-now, go out soberly there, you Irish fellow, 
Nightlight, and mind you look me well after 
the. Astrologer ; and whoever brings me the 
knl^ve I want, shall have half-a-crown for his 
trouble." 

Before I quit the Watch-house, I should re- 
mark, that in my endeavours to illustrate this 
narrative, I was so fortunate as to discover the 
afore^id Mr. Michael Orderly, superannuated, 
and enjoying his otium cum dignitate, in a little 
rusti<^ retreat of his own at Hornsey, which he 
called " the Watch-box." From him I have de- 
rived much curious information concerning these 
events, which he perfectly well remembered ; 
and I learned from his neighbours, for to me 
he was both an interesting and an important 
character, that he still preserved there many of 
his old accustomed ceremonies : such as walk- 
ing round his garden at bed-time, dressed in 
his former costume^ carrying his lanthom and 
stafiP, and crying the hour with a voice almost 
as strong and musical as it was in the days of 
Junius. The said lanthom/ too, hangs up at 
the foot of his bed, and a fire blazes in bis 
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chimney; whilst by his side hang his ancient 
rattle and sonorous bell, to the sound of which 
he used to utter his 



'* drowsy charm^ 
To bless the doors from midnight harm. 



For the interesting information which he gave 
me I feel truly grateful ; and I hereby offer 
my hearty thanks to his nearest of kin now 
Uving, as I likewise do to all those of my other 
worthy and veritable assistants, cited as autho- 
rities in these histories. 

The scene must now become more serious*. 
As the hour of eleven drew on, Horoscope des- 
patched Parable to wait beneath the Church- 
wall for one who would there accost him ; with 
directions carefully to conceal himself from the 
Watch, and on no account to discover who he 
was. When he was dismissed, Horoscope girt 
on a sword, wrapped himself in his mantle, and ' 
having secured his apartment, passed unobserved 
through a back door into a court behind his 
dwelling, and then came out into the main street 
of Little Britain. Having satisfied himself that 
Parable was at his post, he turned to the nar- 
row entrance leading to St. Botolph^s Church- 
yard, as the Church clock, which at that time 

Q, 5 
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projected into Little Britain, tolled the hour 
of eleven. The moon shone coldly but brightly 
through the leafless trees, upon the discoloured 
dwellings of the dead in the parochial cemetery; 
and lighted up with a green silvery tint the 
stone memorials of them that slept within it ; 
but where a part of the City-wall formed the * 
Southern boundary of the Church-yard^ a broad 
and deep shadow was cast upon the ground, 
which rendered all objects beneath if s influence 
impervious to an unsuspecting person. When 
Horoscope was about to enter the Church-yard, 
Mike Orderly came suddenly up, and turned 
into the narrow passage vociferously proclaim- 
ing the hour ; and the Astrologer being assured 
of his safety by keeping behind his lanthorn, 
walked softly at a short distance after him. As 
the guardian of the night passed along the 
wall. Horoscope stopped, and beheld, when the 
Watchman's back was turned, a tall figure start 
out from where the shadow was the deepest ; 
show himself for a moment, and then precipi- 
tately retire into his hiding place. When the 
Astrologer saw that they were safe from Or- 
derly's observation, he advanced to the spot, 
and in a low but firm tone said the appointed 
words, '* Do none of these things aifright 
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you ?^ and received immediately the Stranger's 
hand tightly grasping his own, whilst he ut« 
teredin a very faint but distinct voice,—" Cou« 
rage, Romans, the Gods are for usT The 
Watchman was now almost at the Eastern 
extremity of the Church-yard, when the Stran- 
ger said, " We must not linger here, it may 
be fatal to both of us: quick then conduct 
me to your dwelling ;— nay, our hands part 
not, — ^for by Heaven I will not be betrayed un- 
revenged !" They then hastily passed through 
the Church-yard, and the rays of the moon 
shewed the Astrologer, that his companion was 
wrapped from head to foot in a black mantle ; 
and that in his bosom, where his left hand 
rested, there glittered something like a dagger. 
By seizing the opportunity when the Watch- 
men^s backs were turned, they continued along 
the dark side of Little Britain, and then sud- 
denly crossing, passed swiftly up the passage, 
and entered Horoscope's dwelling by the same 
docMT as that by which he had quitted it. The 
Astrologer led the way to his apartment, where 
he had left his lamp and fire brightly burning 
and then, again securing the room, placed a seat 
for his guest, who assumed it in the profoundesi 
silence. Horoscope, in the interim, threw off 
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his hat and mantle, and ungirded his sword; 
thpugh the Stranger never removed any of his 
disguises, but folded his arms, and continued to 
look downwards, until the Astrologer had taken 
his seat opposite to him, when he thus opened 
his communications. 

^^ Ptolemy Horoscope, he, whose birth-time 
is upon that paper, would fain remain concealed 
from mortal eye : his name must not be uttered, 
even by the lips of thought, lest echo catch the 
sound, and it's reverberation pass forth into the 
world." 

^^ What then is his question, and to what time 
shall I erect his figure ?^ asked the Astrologer. 

*' Whether,'' answered the Stranger, " he 
shall succeed in his present enterprize? and 
what means he shall use to keep his person se- 
cret? — Erect thy figure from this moment.'' 
Horoscope prepared his tables and writing ma- 
terials, and having worked for some time in 
great astonishment, occasionally gazing on his 
guest, who in return viewed the Astrologer 
with oon^derable anxiety, at length said, '* He, 
of whom you enquire, is now before me ! 'Tis 
in vain to conceal it. What says the scheme 
which I have formed P The Querent is one who 
comes from a far country, where he has been 
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engaged in war, and he is now employed in the 
service of the state at home, although he is en- 
deavouring to subvert that state, by striking 
an invisible blow at it's head. Notwithstand- 
ing Mercury posited in the First House, shews 
powerful and attractive eloquence, by which a 
nation is spell-bound, yet the influence of Saturn 
indicates melancholy and sorrow :-— his Seventh 
House speaks much of public enemies, yet will 
he escape all their devices, though he will often 
be in imminent danger of discovery: finally, 
here are the signs of a haughty, malicious, and 
irritable disposition ; some portion of worldly 
honour ; a tall handsome figure, aixd a sanguine 
complexi(»i ; — who then is configured by these 
marks but JUNIUS? — who is he, but thy- 
self?" 

" And who is Junius ?" said the Stranger, 
stifling his emotion ; '• Nay, who am I ?< Thou 
readest the pale semblances of things which 
have been, and which have certain significa* 
tions ; but the form of Junius himself is still 
unknown to thee ! — I am — ffe, I would say^mm 
he is not in thy power. But now answer mt 
farther, old man, if thy weak sight into that 
which is hidden permit thee. Shall thy Querent 
succeed in his present enterprize ?^ 
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" In part only," returned Horoscope ; " he 
ihall succeed in concealing the hand which 
hurls his envenomed arrows; he ihall succeed 
in giving a powerful excitement to those minds, 
where discontent assumes the appearance of pa- 
triotism, and disloyalty clothes itself like public- 
spirit ; he shall succeed in attracting the atten- 
tion, both of a present and a future age, to the 
too seductive beauties of his language: — ^but 
he shall go no farther. He shall twt succeed in 
producing a general contempt for Royalty ; he 
shall not succeed in kindling rebellion through 
the land ; he shall not succeed in securing the 
esteem of good men, — for their Christian charity 
he possesses not, and the laws of God he regards 
not."" 

It was with a strong exertion that the Stran- 
ger suppressed his passion, which was often 
about to blaze forth ; but when the Astrologer 
had concluded, he hastily replied, " Well, well, 
— Hsuch may be your view of things ;— they are 
not those of Juni — I mean they are not mine : 
— but to the second question, — ' How shall the 
Querent remain concealed ?'" 

** Let him not fear discovery,*' answered Ho- 
roscope ; ^' his works shall be like the pyramids 
of Chemi, they shall .be seen and admired to 
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latest ages ; whilst the hand that formed them 
shall be for ever unknown/' 

" Then I shall live P' exclaimed the Stran- 
ger, off his guard, ^* Junius shall exist when the 
Court and the Ministry, against which he stood 
alone, shall be no more ! When they shall have 
passed into the world of shadows, a virtuous 
and honest age shall erect a statue to me in all 
their temples of eloquence, of patriotic virtue, 
and of liberty !" 

" And. to whom shall they erect it ?^ said 
Horoscope ; *^ to one who is as much, and as 
fatal a shadow as the pestilence that walketh in 
darkness. Do thou then, Junius, place upon 
the fore-front of thy pages the words ^ Stat 
NoMixis Umbea.' He stands, the shadow of 
a name ! wear it written upon thy breast, and 
it's secret signs will envelope thee as with a 
cloud." 

" It were vain," said Junius, " after what 1 
have uttered, to deny my identity with those 
breathings of my own patriot soul which a 
nation reads with wonder, and on which states- 
men gaze with hatred. Thou hast looked upon 
me, which few have ; and as thou art fearless in 
delivering the truth, and, I doubt not, faithful 
in retaining what is entrusted to thee,— listen, old 
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man !— and swear not to divulge my secret, for 
I have power to make you curse the day of 

your birth ! — my name is " 

A most violent knocking at the door here in- 
terrupted them, and Horoscope had only time 
to unlock his private entrance, and say, " Fly ! 
fly, whoever you are ! — this passage will lead 
you into the main street ; begone, and forget 
not Stat nominis umbra r 

** He does so,'* said Junius, escaping, " even 
unto thee !*' 

Horoscope now unfastened the street-door, 
when Parable and Thady Nightlight appeared, 
the latter of whom Shakestaff had not wrong- 
fully suspected of favouring the Astrologer. 
His first care was to raise a great outcry, with 
" and is it in this way, ould jontleman,' that 
you lock up your cabin wid the door open, like 
a Penny Post-oflice window, wid the kay on the 
outside :" then in a lower tone, pushing in Para- 
ble, he said, " Get in you spalpane, and think 
yourself mighty well off that it *s I, Thady 
Nightlight, that 's brought ye home wid all your 
bones in your body ; for if ould Shakestaff had 
slln you, by my sowle ye'd have had a taste of 
the watch-house boards for yere feather-bed, my 
darling.^' He then became loud again, and 
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shutting the door, cried, " Good night, good 
night, ould jontleman ; always lock up your 
strate-doors, and slape wid the kay in your 
mouth. Fa-ast one o'clock ! — and a star— light 
— morning !" 

Such was the termination of one of Parable^s 
adventures with the Astrologer; and I have 
often thought that as his great prototype, Lilly, 
said of his own disciple, Humphreys, *^ if all 
the transactions happening unto that my scho- 
lar were in one volume, they would transcend 
either ^ Guzman^ * Don Quixote,"* ' Lazarillo de 
Tormes,^ or any other of the like nature I ever 
did see." Concerning the foregoing interview 
with Junius, the Horoscope Manuscript remarks 
only, that if the covering which now enwraps 
him were removed, we should perhaps not find 
that purity of mind which he so much profess- 
ed ; but that, like the Flatterer, who seduced 
Bunyan's Christian travellers from their road, a 
dark and dangerous enemy to man was conceal- 
ed beneath the bright disguise of 

Junius, the Veiled Politician. 



THE END. 
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